25 Cents 


Stori 


True 


from 
| 
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REMEMBER, THERE IS NO 
SUBSTITUTE FOR PERSONAL 
TRAINING, IN GREAT SHOPS, 
ON COMPLETE ELECTRICAL 

APPARATUS. 


Earn While You Learn 
at COYNE 


My Employment Department helps you get a 
job to earn part or all of your expenses and 
assists you to a good j 


ABSOLUTELY FREE 
\ 


This Surprisingly Large, 
Handsome and 
Electrical Book Given To You 
Without Cost or 


I'¥e just printed great big. handsome, two- 


it, ‘You'll 


lynamos 
fighting and | power 
be amazed. . REMEMBER. 


FRE 


HM. C. LEWIS, President 
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 


want one of 
h hs printed in two colors. 
the supply exh ited. 
about Special Offer of Rail- 
road Fare and 2 


job upon graduation. 


Five? — twenty years? 


many thin 


labors. G WHA 


reaching your destination. 
Electrical Field offers Thrills Galore, 


RAILROAD FARE TO CHICAGO 
AND TWO BIG SPECIAL COURSES 
Without Extra Cost if You Act At Once 

Without a penny of additional 14 


YOU ACT PROMPTLY! This otter 
drawn, so play safe and send the Coupon Topay! 


Tune in on 


OYNE 
Radio Big FREE Book 
Station and Special 
WGES Offer of R. R. 


Fare and 2 
Courses. 


It will pay you 
to grab a pencil 
now and hustle 
with the Coupon 
to the nearest 
mail box orpost of- 
fice without delay. 
My big FREE Book 


tra and baseballteams, 
one will certainly please 


e part in many 


you. ACT AT ONCE! 
H.C. LEWIS Established 
1899 


ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 


1300-10 West Harrison St., Dept. 6157, Chicago, Ill. 
There is No Substitute for Personal Training in Great Shops 


— Will Close the Big Gap 
Between Your PRESENT 
and Your FUTURE! 


Does your tent job offer you a FUTURE? If so, bom ene must you wait for that 


to wait for an 


beppen is in that length time to rob of of 
EARN—now! Drudging through 
chance will provide a big future for you is like wandering in a Tae with li ntcntoryt 


Get into IMPORTANT work, where your be tolerated. The 


ALARIES that any he- 
lectrical Field! 


Wonderful 
man can brag about! COME OUT OF THE FOG AND BE BE Hi HAPPY —in the E 


Hundreds of Coyne-Trained Men Earn $60 to $200 a Week 


COMPLETE 
ELECTRICAL 
TRAINING 


In 12 Happy Weeks at CorNnE 


My newly-enlarged 
and unusual course 
of instruction in 
Electricity is the 
result of 27 years of 
experience, solving 
the needs of young 
men and of the 
Electrical Field. 
mem YNE 
has been teaching 
Electricity ina 
PRACTICAL way 
1899. 
y course is ai 
lutely thorough, Covwe Electrical Schoo! 
easy to master, 
covers every single phase and factor of 
the subject and fits men for BIG Electri- 
cal jobs, HIGH-SALARIED, thrilling jobs. 


You Don’t Need Advanced 


Education or Experience 


Don't worry if you lack advanced educa- 
tion, knowledge of higher mathematics, 
or experience. My course is not some- 
thing that you merely study from books 
and letters. isa LEARN-BY- 
DOING Cor Every COYNE student 
receives INDIV DUAL and PERSONAL 
instruction, on COMPLETE electrical 
apparatus, under EXPERT INSTRUC- 
TORS, in the COYNE Shops at Chicago, 
the Electrical Center of the World. 
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or any night on 
once. It ts 12x16 in size and contains 161 actual our own Radio ee 
photos of elect i Broadcasting . - 
Station, WGES | 
(World’sGreatest 
Wave length 250 é 
SEND COUPON NOW Ji 
Dept. 6157, Chicago, litinois 


The duty of one woman to another 


-- -is to fell her 


EFRESHING is the wholesome 
frankness among refined women 
of today on subjects of personal 

daintiness and hygiene. Not so long ago 
there were comparatively few who even 
discussed these vital questions, all-impor- 
tant as they are in their direct bearing 
upon womanly health and happiness. 


Secrecy and ignorance 
do untold harm 
But wrong advice is often worse than no 
advice at all. That is why it is the duty 
of the well-informed woman to guide those 
of her circle who are less fortunate. It is 
an absolute fact that thousands of women 


today are running untold risks just because 


there is no one to give them 
= proper information concern- 
ing feminine “hygiene. 


The newer knowledge 
of germ-life 


For years woman’s only re- 
source has been the use of 
poisonous, caustic antisep- 
tics, because during these 
years there was nothing to 
take their place. Compounds 
of carbolic acid and dichloride of mercury 
are powerful germicides, but they are de- 
structive also of human tissue. Even when 
greatly diluted—and they must be diluted 
in order to use them at all for this purpose 
—even then they leave the delicate mem- 
branes hardened and scarred, as physicians 
and nurses will testify. 


But the newer knowledge of bacteriology 
and antisepsis has led to the discovery of 
another kind of germicide. It is .called 


Zonite, and it combines remarkable germ- 
killing power with complete safety in use. 
Though absolutely non-poi , Zonite 
is actually far more powerful than any dilu- 
tion of carbolic acid that can be safely applied 
to the human body and more than forty times 
as powerful as peroxide of hydrogen. Zonite 
isharmlessto human membranes and tissues, 
but fatal to germ-life. 


Pass this booklet along 
to others 

Zonite is absolutely safe in the hands of 
anyone, even a child. There is no longer 
any excuse for poisonous antiseptics in the 
medicine chest. Authorities are strong in 
condemning the use of caustic, burning 
compounds in contact with delicate organs 
of the body. 


No wonder, then, that Zonite has been 
warmly welcomed by the women of re- 
fined and enlightened families. For it has 
encouraged the wholesome, scientific prac- 
tice of personal hygiene, which means so 
much to woman’s comfort, beauty and 
health-assurance. 


The Women’s Division has prepared a 
dainty booklet about feminine hygiene and 
other affairs of the toilette—mouth, scalp, 
complexion, etc. It is beautifully printed 
and illustrated. Every woman should be 
familiar with the information it contains, 
which is exact and authentic. Every wo- 
man with a sense of responsibility will want 
to pass it on to others who need it. Don’t 
keep this important -message to yourself. 
Share it with others. Use the coupon be- 
low. Ask for several booklets if you want 
them.’ Mailed-in tasteful ‘social corre- 


ZONITE PRODUCTS CO., Postum Bidg., 250 Park Ave., New York, N. Y. 
In Canada: 165 Dufferin Street, Toronto 


= 
In bottles, 50c and $1 
at drug stores 
Slightly higher in Canada ‘ 


This little book handles the avoided subject 
of health-control delicately and .yet frankly. 
It makes the task of “telling” so much easicr. 


No excuse for poisons, 


says Science 


The following statement on the subject is 
made by the head of a New York labora- 
tory with an international reputation. 


“*Bichloride of mercury and carbolic acid 
compounds, when used in sufficient 
strength to possess any value as germi- 
cides, are exceedingly destructive to 
tissue. Bichloride burns the mucous 
membrane, and if used repeatedly will 
deaden and toughen the tissues with 
which it comes in contact. There is al- 
ways the danger of mercurial poisoning 
through its use. Most carbolic acid com- 
Pp ds are saponified in an effort to re- 
duce the burning and irritation of these 
poisons. In spite of this they are corro- 
sive and caustic in their action and the 
soap ingredients wash away necessary 


- gland: secretions: Their continued use 


frequently results in an area of scar- 
tissue and dull and hardening of the 
membrane.”’ 


prepared. 


Postum Building, 250 Park Ave. 
New York, N. Y. 


I should like to havea free copy 
of the illustrated booklet you have 


oe 


8-51 


Women’s 
Division 
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True Stories from Real Life 


Contents 


Cover portrait by Henry Clive from photo- 
graph of Miss Ruth Waddell. See page 82. 


Mud Bottoms (Editorial) 
3y HARRY LEE 


B, DR. FRANK CRANE” 
rowd 
The Hidden City (Part). . . Two’sa Cl 
Norna had a way of making 


Broadway's Best Bets (Theatrical Pictorial) . had lived in the Middle Ages she 
might have said to her maid one 
New Shoulder Straps . . - fine day, “Grizel, I am going to be 


Do You Wish to Keep the Man You ry ‘ burned at the stake this morning. 
By ELINOR GLYN You'll have to see about the fowls 
Who Knows? for dinner.” 
The Caretaker’s Stor (Verse) : 
7 By ROBERT BANKS feeling; she in herself was stronger 
than anything the world could do 
Exploding the Bunk! (Expose) . . to her. 
The Man Who Stayed Lost . . . . She was thirty. Most of her old 


Too Dumb and Scary chums had married—some remar- 
ried. She seemed satisfied just to 


My Little World (Conclusion) . ns go on living from year to year. 

The “Petting” Verdict. . . . . ' “Norna, I should think you'd get 
The Benefit of the Doubt . . . . , interested in something,” a friend 
Favorites in Film Land (Movie Pictorial) 
I'll Try My Sails Alone (Part . . in everything, 


Not Fair tothe Woman . . . Aud when Dick Michdl ‘aia 


A Feather in a Cyclone (Midnight Sory) . back, Norna said, “Hullo, Dick?’ 
and kissed him in a matter-of-fact 


The Funniest Stories (Humor) “Two's Crowd’ is story 


Apron Strings (Problem Story) . eee you'll like. Stark reality faces 


Our Thousand Dollar Cover . . . . . «1... ee you, and you'll remember it a 
long time. 


Although manuscripts and drawings are submitted at the owners’ 
risk, every effort will be made to return those found unavailable we on the big Novem 


And it wasn’t because she lacked 
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WANTED: Men to 


Ke 


In 1919 R. B. Cook was a book- aos 
keeper—holding down a one-track 
job. In 1923—four years later—he 
was sales manager of the B. A. Railton 
Company, Chicago; and ever since 
that time has successfully directed a Fy 
sales force of more than seventy a 
salesmen, many of them with twenty 
years’ experience. 
“To the casual observer,” writes 4 
R. A. Railton, General Manager of 
the B. A. Railton Company, “his rise 
might seem unusually rapid, but we ~ ie 
view it as the natural result of his = 
being prepared for the big oppor- 
tunity when it came.” 


Here is the story of a pace-maker—a man 
who refused to let handicaps obstruct his prog- 
ress—a man who acts and makes money by 
this simple principle: to capitalize his every 
resource. 

Handicapped by ill health—which kept him 
in a hospital during four years of his boyhood— 


“Worth More Than $10,000” 
(—So writes R. B. Cook, the employee) 
“The advancement I have made during 
the past five years to my present position 
as Sales Manager of the B. A. Railton 
Company was made possible thru your 
splendid training and the various services 
which I have used with much profit. Two 


not part with the knowledge LaSaile 
training has brought me for $10,000. To- 
day I can say that I would not part with 
it for several times that amount.” 
(Signed) R. B. COOK, Chicago. 
“You Are Rendering Our 
Organization a Distinct Service’ 
(—So writes R. A. Railton, the employer) 
“In training a half million men, your 
institution has made a valuable contri- 
bution to business. You have added 
millions to the wealth of the annual 
earnings of your student members, Their 
increased productive capacity in turn is 
adding many millions to the business of 
the institutions which they serve. I feel 
that in bringing to our attention a man 
with the training and capabilities of Mr. 
Cook, you are rendering our organiza- 
tion a distinct service.” 
(Signed) R. A, RAILTOR, Chicago, 


Executive positions. 
Modern Salesmanship: Trainin 


Higher Accoun 


Public Accountant, Cost Accountant, ete. 


n as Head Bookkeeper. 


_in his education by day and evening — 


years ago I wrote you saying thatI would . 


in the business field I have checked below. 
Official, Managerial, Sales and Departmental 


tion as Sales Executive, Salesman, Sales 
Coach or Trainer, Sales Promotion Manager, 
Manufacturer’s Agent, Solicitor, and all posi- 
tionsin retail, wholesale, or specialty selling. 

ountancy: Training for posi- 
tion as Auditor, Comptroller, Certified 


C= Bookkeeping: Training for posi- 
10: 
a P. A. Coaching for Advanced Account- 


R. B. Cook, a Chicago man, bridged the gap 
which gave him a sound foundation for LaSalle 
home-study business training. 

Starting as a bookkeeper, in 1919, he enrolled 
for LaSalle training in Modern Business Cor- 
respondence and Practice. 

“Before I was half way thru my training,’’ 
writes Mr. Cook, ‘‘I was promoted to Collec- 
tion Manager, with an increase of 50 per cent 
in salary. Later I became Credit Manager of 
another concern. This move was avery decided 
promotion. 

““My next advancement was to the position 
of Office Manager. In each of these positions 
I was successful. This fact paved the way to 
my present position. Two years ago I was 
led a post as Assistant Credit Manager with 
my present concern. Within two years I was 
made General Sales Manager, which position 
I now hold.’’ 

Five years of consistent progress—that is the 
record of Mr. Cook, who has recently enrolled 
for LaSalle training in Business Management. 


Law: Training for Bar; LL.B. Degree. my 4 in Works Man e 
Control, Industrial Engi- 


Commercial Law: Reading, Refer- 
ence ane Consultation Service for Busi- neering, 
ness Men. 


Traffic Management — Foreign and 
Domestic: Training for position as Rail- 
road or Industrial Traffic Manager, 
Expert, Freight Solicitor, ete. 


Railway Station Manag Train- 
ing for position of Station Accountant, 
Cashier and Agent, Division Agent, etc. 


age! 
Personnel M: 
tions Mans 


Dept. 1050-R 


ModernForemanshipand Production 

Ser Shop Manager, Secretary, etc. 

Management, suc! 

tendent, General 

Sub-Foreman, etc 

Personnel and Emplo: it Man- 
he position of 


--— tnd rial Rel: Effective Speaki Training in the 
a ust: - ive ing: ining in 


When a young man can advance in four 
years from a routine job to the position of 
Sales Manager of one of the big wholesale 
houses of Chicago— without any pull except 
his own initiative—there must be a reason. 
There is a reason. It’s summed up in the 
LaSalle salary-doubling plan. What that 
plan has done for R. B. Cook it can do for 
any man si ly biti to i 
his earnings. 


Advance, by this Plan, 
to Bigger Pay! 


Paragraph by paragraph, line by line, he takes 
up each assignment, asking himself how he can 
turn each business principle into profits for his 
company. A single idea—so he writes—which 
he got from his very first assignment —resulted 
in savings of many thousands of dollars for 
his firm. 


Send for Salary-Doubling Plan 


You are eager for success. You wish to enjoy 
the rewards which come irevitably to the man 
who fits himself for responsibility. 

But before you can reap those rewards, you 
must make yourself more profitable to the 
business which employs you. By no other 
method can you possibly succeed. 

Cook’s experience clearly shows the way—a 
Se | illuminated by the careers of thousands of 
LaSalle-trained men. During only six months’ 
time, for example, as many as i248 LaSalle 
members reported definite salary-increases 
totalling $1,399,507, an average increase per 
man of 89 per cent. 

The details of the LaSalle salary-doubling plan 
will be sent you for the asking. Whether you 
adopt the plan or not, the basic information it 
will place in your hands, without cost, is of 
very real and definite value. 

Balance the two minutes that it takes to fill 
out the coupon against the rewards of a success- 
ful career—then clip and mail the coupon NOW. 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


The World’s Largest Business Training Institution 
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 


I shall be glad to have details of your salary-doubling plan, together with complete information regarding the opportunities 
Also a copy of “Ten Years’ Promotion in One,” all without obligation. 


Chicago 


Modern Busi- 
ness Corre- 


ent: Training 


and Practice: Training for posit! 
as Sales or Collection lent, 
Sales Promotion Manager, Mail Sales 


as that of Superin- Business English: Training for Busi- 
Foreman, ness Correspondents and Copy Writers. 
x Commercial Spanish: Training for 

ition as Foreign Correspondent with 
panish -speaking countries. 


Finance: Training for ag 


mploy Mana art of forceful, 


jitions in Banks and and p 
Service. 


Bank’ 
executive 
Financial Institutions. 


to ploy Ministers, Salesmen, e 
Politicians, Clubmen, etc. 


Name 


Present Position. 
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B. Ww. 


COOKE 


DIRECTING 
ENGINEER 


«Pay Raiser 
of Men” 


Earn Up to $150 a Week! 


Put an end to Low Pay right now! 


Don't keep on working for $35, $40, $50 a wee 


You don’t have to! Be an Auto Expert. Get into the class of men who earn up to 
$10,000 a year. Get there quick! Clip that Coupon this very minute. I'll send you 
my big Book “ Auto Facts”’ absolutely Free! 
I'll show you how you can make the BIG MONEY in this tremendous Auto Busine-s 
I'll give you FACTS that will astound you! 


“I Owe it All to B. W. Cooke!” 


This amazing book will show you the secret tha Caused one man to rise from ordinary 


store clerk to the head of a 
salary in a few short months—It will show you 
how hundreds and hundreds of mrcn from all 
life QUICK RAISES IN PAY— 
G MONEY—in record breaking time 

Cooke “Job-W ay. It will show you 
why men like Mason J. Morriston, Parkersburg. 
jest Va. who is earning more than 3 times 
as he was making before he 
: ten “I owe it all to B. W. Cooke.” 

a; that YOU can be a success is what you 
= Proof is what I'll gire you’ Just see 


$300 a Week! 


$21 a week is all 18 year old Joseph Woronecki. 

86 Afli:k St, Hartford, Conn., was making 
. he sent for ~y book. 8th grade schooling 
was all he had. But just Ictely I received a 
from him In which he says 
n 


-LARS.”" — Think. 


@ fine mcney-making Auto Busincss—another to double his 


Gets Job as Boss of 


erase th: 

“JOB-WAY” 

The Big Jobs go to “JOB-WAY" 
trained men. People are glad to 

get and to yay for wort 
Arthur B. Yesse. Soldiers Grove 
Wisconsin. was made boss of the 
arage where he worked And 
e writes that people are bringing 

their Auto work to him for 20 
miles around! 


$1.67 to $12.00 in a Day 
Thanks “JOB-WAY” 
From $10 a week to as much 
and MORE, in a single day 
That's what “JOB-WAY" did for 
Clarence Albertson’ who was 
formerly just an ordinary carpen- 
ter. but is now the proprietor of 
own garage in Hartington, Ont. 


@ week! That's the kind of BIG. PA 
that are waiting for you 
Auto Expert! 


A MILLION” 
WRITES 
J-F- PLOW 


“your course 


My training brings resu!ts so quick that it’s positively amazing! Take J. F. Plow, 
Box 370, Ironwood, Mich. Right in the beginni of his training. he writes me that 


he has already boosted his pay $30 a week. 
money every week since the } om he enrolkd in his spare time—rnd he adds ‘ 
Ccurse is One in a Million."* That's what you are entitled to— QUICK RESUL 
Find out about this unusual money-making training today. 


60% Raise in Pay eee in re Time “Your Course 

Only 6 Months Money —Blames Me Everything it is 

Aiter Enroiling Seven Hundred dollars— re to 

Harold J. Lester, 1108 more than 5 times what he —and More!”* 

Peuna Ave., East Warren, Paid for my training a That's what Allen W_ Pom- 

Pa. more than doubled What “JOB-WAY"’ brought Box: 18, Fairbanks, 
his salary only 6 months CleoCrow! 215 W ve La., writes. He is only 22 
after writing me Think St.. Medford —- - years old, but 4s proprietor 
Wiat Pay-Raising his spare time while st of his own busy Auto Shop 
Training like this means This shows why 

you. 


e says he has averaged ae 


“JOB-WAY” is known as 


ont wae hat Pays ts thanks—I have always re- 


ceived help, encouragement 
and a square deal from Mr 
ooke." 


B. W. Cooke *‘JOB-WAY’’ 
is the only “‘JOB-WAY” 
TRAINING ON EARTH! 


THOUSAND Rei member, nowhere else on earch can you get the original genuine copy- 
MILLION righted “JOB-WAY"’ Home Training 

Iam Directing Engineer Owner and Feo 4 of this world’ 8 greatest Institution 

DOLLARS of its kind, and I have put into this “JOB-\WAY"' training of mine every- 

thing that my experience A roved that you need to become a BIG PAY 

MAN. I have crowded VY S of experience into a few months pleasant, 

easy and practical have developed this Training to make 


you just @ mere mechanteé—but to put you in line for the B PAY as an 
Spent Every Year for Auto Expert where you boss the JOB. 

Mail that coupon to me now. It wil! tring you full TS about this 
Auto Upkeep Alome? Soncy-making Auto Traine WA 
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World’s Biggest Business NEEDS WAY 


x! 


YoU 7 If you want BIG PAY and es BIG PAY—¢et all the facts about this tree 
peo Auto Business. think of this—5 THOUSAND MILLION 
DOLLARS are spent Gar “Swaees every 


year for upkeep alone! Find out 
why the trained panera ae as I will train you—get the "s G PAY—the lion's share of thig y 
nat of ® nd for B. W. Cooke trained ter and greater 
nd out why the or ooke trained men grows greater and gr every year. ‘ 
4 99 See what my students are doing. See what YOU cando. Clip coupon now! 
inary With My Can Go into 
> his 


don’ t care you liv Busin city or village or country—th 


ere 
e th and th ds of Cqnercantties to go into business—to 
be. your own boss—to make up to $10,000, or even $15,000 a year’ 1 Th Bo k Th t Sh W. th W; 
have students who never had u day’ ~ ‘ABO ‘experienee before. writing e a Oo Ss e ay 


me—who are now running their own money-making businesscs. 

The Auto Busines; has passed the Steel Business in value of production. TO and 
Today it is the Biggest Business in the world—and growing bigger every a 
year 

18,000 ,000 cars are on the roads today—wmillions of new cars added every A 


That’s how this igantic and keeps on grow i 
PAIR STATIONS PER 1000 CARS AS THERE WERE Ge AND’ RE: Get my big book “Auto Facts" right now I'll send it to you absolutely Free 
GO! if you act quick. Game vook pen you 
d and ined in the BIG" PAY class of Auto Experts. s the book that has doubled an 
Men are needed today than evel tripled men’s salaries. It is the book that has brought big eztra. spare-time 
money to men = over the world—and put others in their own money-making 


Auto Businesses 
I am including abso- NO Other Training Like ‘‘Job-Way’ 
lutely Free of extra yy Free Book shows how I train you right in your own “home for = Lay the by A . C BIG JOB and a BIG RAISE IN PAY for YOU! I'll 
cost a fine set of Elec- pAy with Tools and Practical Tiiustrated Jobs—not b id it bo 7a absolutely Free and oat prep: teh Ye & penny’s charge 
— vy = You don't have to leave your doorstep to get all this - train- Dot a bit o obligation on your part. Get it Q 
2 eceiving “JOB-WAY" Training includes ALL Electrical work—Ignition, 


ee y —aiso 293 “gtarting Lighting. All Mechanical and Welding, Brazin Vulcan: GET THE FACTS Send Coupon Now 


n@ Diagram ising Business Course. al: o Salesmanship, also Advertisti 
Clip Coupon now! Buying, How to Keep Simple Books—also Magazine, also anee NO OBLIGATION 
a Be sure to send coupon * once for this remark- 
able Book. Right now I am in a position to 
ee a make you an , A offer of 4 ig Outfits 
an which I'll include without a penny'’s cost. 
—— Get all the particulars QUICK. Clip Coupon 
Your Success—the money you're go- Now 
ing to make—the pleasures and comforts you're going Or 
to get out of life—are the most importam — your 


life. Don't guess about anyt.uing so vital to y 

Find out! Learn wiat I can do for you. aan how I back you up with 

the Entire Resources of this Big Institution. See how J stand behind you fr 

one BIG JOB t» another—with Em ployment Service your whole life — Learn I 

with all your problem: through my lifelim Consultation Service’ Find out 

. Cooke has trained mor @ men right in their own homes for BIG SUCCESS 

in the Auto Industry than any livin? man or any Institution in the world. Find out why 

‘or STING their Pcy—tor put- 

ting thom Clip Coupon Now! 

ARIED JOBS—Find out what I can 


do for you. Mail Coupon now.. Dl Send You FACTS 
—no TEMENTS 


You don't have to go through life at Low 
All You Need! Pay. Send me that coupon ~ I'll send 
education you've had—I'll wo 3 week. I'll show you how I have trained 
in line for Big Pay as an AUT thousands of men for BIG SUCCESS in 
EXPERT in your own home 
0u can Tread ans ur te plain ng that I can do it for you! j 
Kty ‘acts about the wonderful Money- / 
undreds of men with only aking Opportunities in this TRE / - 
sc 1ooling—men between NBOUS TO INDUSTRY! 
Superintendents Foremen Auto right in the very first few weeks of my 
perta—in the class o I'll prove to you that I train you as 
Executives. Learn how simple, ‘ou want to be trained—for ti.e BIG 
how this practical, money- ‘obs—quickly, easily and thorough- 
mea king end that ly—or my training d:esn't ccs 
@ penny! Cet the PROOF—) 
the coupon to me today and I'll 
send you al/ the FACTS without 
the slightest obligation on your 
rt— ao as full details 


my wonderful 
outfits offer! 


4 Coo 3 
anne 
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DIRECTING 
ENGINEER 


CHICAGO MOTOR TRAINING CORPORATION 
1916 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 737, Chicago, Ill. 
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: Be Superintendent of an 
Electrical POWER PLANT 


10Motor- 4 Big 


Learn Electricity Quick by Dunlap “Job-Method” 


My training so simple a school-boy can grasp it instantly. Common schooling 
all you need. No previous experience required. But my students make rapid 
progress because I train them on actual Electrical jobs with standard-size tools 
and materials which I supply without extra cost. The first half of my training is 
APPLIED ELECTRICITY—a complete course in itself. In the second half 
I give you Electrical Engineering subjects. I give you Electrical Drafting, 
Radio, Automotive Electricity, and many other valuable subjects, all for one 


BIG ELECTRICAL 


small pri 


ce, and on easy terms. 


Train forThese Jobs 


Power Piant Superintendent, 


$5,000 


struct 


@ 


EI 


to $15,000 a year; Con- 
ion Foreman, $3,500 to 


$10,000 a year; Chief Electrician, 
$3,000 to $12,000 a year; Elec- 
trical Draftsman, $3,000 to 
$10,000 a year; Automotive 


ectrical Expert, $3,500 to 


$12,000 a year. 


Chief Engineer DUNLAP 
Training Built S¢ 


2 NOTED ENGINEERS \N\} 


This is not a one-man, one-idea school. 
22 famous Engineers and Executives of 
the following corporations and universities 
helped me make Dunlap-training the most 
complete and up-to-date: 
. General Electric Co. 
2. Commonwealth Edison 
Sompany 
. Crocker-Wheeler Co. 
. Cutler-Hammer Mfg. 
Company 
. American Telephone & 
Telegraph Co. 
6. Westinghouse Electric 
Mfg. Co. 


7. Western Electric Co. 
8. Underwriters 
tories, Inc. 
9. Columbia University 
10. Dartmouth College 
11. Massachusetts Instl- 
tute of Technology 
42. Lehigh University 


& D MANY OTHERS 


Ask any well posted Electrical Engineer about the 
ity and standards of AMERICAN SCHOO 
training in Electricity. 


Labora- 


13. University of Vermont 
AN 


qual- 
home- 


EARN MONEY While Learning 


Dunlap-training combines money- 
making, practical experience, 
and instruction A 

w I call this “JOB- 
METHOD” and it gets re- 
suits—more quickly and 

eusily than old-fashioned 
ways of teaching. Early in 
your training I give you 
special instruction in 
house-wiring, Radio- 
building, Electrical 
Repair Work, etc. 
I show you how 
to get spare- 
time work — 
work you'll 
be well paid 

for. 


WSS 


E7251, 


6 


Million Opportunities 


4 6. Be an Electrical Expert. Go into the one great industry 
where it’s easy to get to the top, to make money, to 
make a real success. You don’t need money in the bank 
or “pull” to get ahead in Electricity—all you need is 
training, hone-t, complete training, such as I guarantee. 


BIG JOBS OPEN Everywhere! 


Look at the building business. Thousands of Electrical 

Contractors are getting rich. Their men are making $10 to 

$20 a day. Look at the fortunes being made in Radio. Look 

at the great factories building every kind of Electrical machin- 

ery. Why, the work of the world is being done by Electricity and 
the call for trained men exceeds the supply! 


If you’re now earning less than $40 a week 


—if you want to be an ELECTRICAL EXPERT— if you want to step quickly 
into the class of men earning from $60 to $250 a week—write me at once! This 
million dollar school offers ambitious fellows their big opportunity to learn every 
branch of Electricity at home in spare time by a new, practical JOB-METHOD. 


THESE 4 


OUTFITS GIVEN 


to you without one penny of extra 
charge. Not a “premium’’— not some- 
thing “FREE” to induce you to enroll. 
But costly, standard, full-size tools, 
materials and equipment. The man-size 


| JOB SERVICE | 


At No Extra Cost to 
STUDENTS and GRADUATES 


jobs FREE, not only to gradu- 
ates, but to STUDENTS also. 
This JOB-SERVICE kceps in 
touch with great Electrical em- 
ployers all over America. The day 
you enroll, this Job-Service De- 
partment registers you, finds out 
what kind of job you want, where 
you want to work, etc. 


_ And when you apply for the 
job you want, we back you with 
our recommendation ard help you 
make good in it after you get it, 


motor of the same type as the big- 

fellows in a power plant. Not a toy, but a regular power-motor., Runs on 
Alternating or Direct Current, or 32-volt farm electric system, Comes to you 
knock-down. It’s part of your job to wind the arma- 

ture and assemble it. That’s the way you learn every 
branch of Electricity by the Dunlap Job-Method. 


Get My 
PAY-DOUBLING OFFER! 


Before you put your time and 
money into home-training, you 
want to know if it will lead to 
a better job and bigger pay. 0 
will ancwer that in plain Eng- 
lish. Get my catalog, my won- 
derful new guarantee, my sen- 
sational offers—quick! Get the 
facts about your opportunities 
in Electricity when you are 
Dunlap-trained and when you 
have the backing of the Ameri- 
can School. Before you enroll 
for any home-training, get the 
facts about my training, so you 

can compare it intelligently 

with others. Write me today! 


THE AMERICAN SCHOOL 

der the laws of 
Massachusetts, as an educational institution NOT 
FOR PROFIT. Established 29 years. Over 200 
Executives, Engineers, and Educators have prepared 
the texts used in these wonderful home-study cours- 
es. The success of our graduates has made us one of 
the largest VOCATIONAL TRAINING Institutions 
in the world. You will be astonished at the many 
ways we help our students and graduates progress 
to success, 
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Chief Engineer Dunlap 
AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. £7251, 
Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Chicago 


information, money-saving offers. 


CHIEF ENGINEER DUNLAP, ELECTRICAL DIVISION § Name 


Drexel Ave., and68th St. Chicago State. 


Train At Homo 
\ J and 
LN | 
PAY/ 
OutfitsGiven to 
Nota Penny Lx trast 
) 
—~ &, IWANTTOBE AN, 
ELI TRICAL EXPERT! 
American School 
| 
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No sane man would deliberately and 
knowingly throw away a chance to be- 
come an outstanding, influential and im- 
portant figure occupying a_high-salaried 
job in his chosen profession. Yet, with- 
out knowing it, thousands of men are 
throwing away a priceless gift which, if 
they would but bring it from its hiding 
and use it, would obtain for them influ- 
ence, position, popularity, power, leader- 
ship and money. 

Nearly every man has in him the 
knack of powerful and convincing speech. 
This magic power is that thing which 
often rises up within you and demands 
expression but is never heard because you 
lack the confidence in your ability to 
speak with force and conviction. 


What 15 Minutes a Day 
Will Show You 


How to talk before your club or lodge 
How’ to address board meetings 

How to propose and respond to toasts 
How to make a political speech 
How to tell entertaining stories 
How to make after-dinner speeches 
How to converse interestingly 

How to write better letters 

How to sell more goods 

How to train your memory 

How to enlarge your vocabulary 

How to deve'op self-confidence 

How to acquire a winning personality 


How to strengthen your will-power and ambition 
How to become a clear, accurate thinker 

How to develop your power of concentration 

How to be the master of any situation 


Thousands Have This 


Priceless Gift 
~and Never Discover It! 


Many men rob themselves of success, popularity, achievement and position which could rightfully be 
theirs if they would but recognize the presence of a priceless gift which nature gave them. 
through life timid, self-conscious, fearful and retiring instead of using this natural gift to dominate 
and control others and become leaders among men. 
now find out for yourself, by means of this amazing FREE test, if you are one of these. 


Now Easy to Become a 
Powerful Speaker 


I don’t care what work you are now 
doing. I don’t care what may be your sta- 
tion in life. I don’t care how timid and 
self-conscious you now are when called 
upon to speak. If you will give me just 
I5 minutes each day in the privacy of 
your home I will make you an accom- 
plished and powerful speaker in a few 
short weeks or not charge you a single 
penny. You need not have a college edu- 
ca ‘on nor do you need any kind of vocal 
training. 3y this amazing easy method 
you have only a few simple, easy-to-re- 
member principles to learn. Then you 
will see how really easy it is to have ‘the 
power of effective, convincing 
speech. 


Why Powerful Speakers 
Are Picked for Im- 
portant Jobs 


If you will take partic- 
ular notice, you will find /_ 
that the big, important,“ 
high-salaried -jobs invari- 
ably go to men who are convincing talk- 
ers. Often you will see a man of this 
type forge ahead in business at an amaz- 
ingly fast rate while men of even greater 
ability stand tied to one job because they 
lack speaking power. That is the reason 
you quite often are astonished to see a 


7 men out of every 9 have this gift. 


They go 


You can 


man jump over the heads of many su- 
periors into a job among the big leaders. 
It is the power and ability to speak with 


force and conviction that flashes men 
from obscurity and low wages to prom- 
inence and high salaries. 


Amazing Book Free 
Mail Coupon 


If you will fill in and mail the coupon at 
once, yon will receive a remarkable new book 
called “How to Work Wonders with Words.” . 
This book gives you an amazing test by which 
you can determine for yourself in five min- 
utes whether you are one of the seven men 
out of every nine who possess the “hidden 
knack” of powerful speech, but do not know 
it. Decide for yourself if you are going to 
allow 15 minutes a day to stand between you 


and success. Thousands have found this to 
be the biggest step forward in their lives. 
If it has played such an 


important part in the lives 
of many+ big men, may it 
not in yours? Then mail 
the coupon at once. 


North American 


Institute 
3601 Avenue 
pt. 3187 
CHICAGO, ILL. 


North American Institute 

3601 Michigan Ave., Dept. 3187, Chicago, Ill. 

Please send me your FREE Test and full 

information about your amazing new method 

of learning Public Speaking. This joe places 
me under no obligation of any kin 
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Look What These Cooke 
Trained Men Are Earning 


Makes $706 in 24 
Days in Radio 


“Thanks to your interesting 
Course I made over $700 in 24 
days in Radio. Of course, this 
is a little above the average 
but I run from $10 to $40 clear 
profit every day, so you can 
see what your training has 
done for me. 
FRED G. McNABB, 848 Spring St., Atlanta, Georgia 


$70 to $80 a 


week for Jacquot. 


“Now I am specializing in 
Auto Electricity a battery 
work and make from $70 to 
$80 a week and am just gettIng 
started. I don’t believe there 
is another school in the world 
like yours. Your lessons are 
a real joy to study.”” 
ROBERT JACQUOT, ony W. Colorado Ave. 
Colorado Springs, Golo. 


$20 a Day for 
Schreck 


“Use my nameasa reference 
and depend on me as a boost- 
er. The biggest thing I ever 
did was answer your adver- 
tisement. I am averaging bet- 
ter than $500 a month from 
my own business now. I used 
to make $18.00 a week.” 

A. SCHRECK, Phoenix, Arizona 


Plant Engineer— 
Pay raised 150% 


was a dumbbell inelectric- 
ity until I got in touch with 
you Mr. Cooke, but now I 
have charge of a big plant in- 
cluding 600 motors and direct 
a force of 34 men—electri- 
etc. My salary 
has gone up morethan 150%.” 
GEORGE I"U.LINGWORTH, 
Calumet Road, 
Holyoke, Mass. 


big 

outfits given 
no 

charge cue 


It’s a shame for you toearn $15 or $20 or $30 

a week, when in the same six days as an Elec- 

trical Expert you could make$70 to $200—and 

do it easier—not work half so hard. Why then 

remain in the game, in a line of work that offers no chance, 

no big $ promotion, no big income? Fit pees for a real job in the 
great electrical industry. Ill show you how. 


Be an Electrical Expert 
Earn $3,500 to $10,000 a Year 


Today even the ordinary Electrician—the “screw driver” kind—is making money—big 
money. But it’s the trained man—the man who knows the whys and wherefores of 
Electricity—the Electrical Expert—whois picked out to “boss” the ordinary Electricians 
—to boss the Big Jobs—the jobs that pay $3,500 to $10,000 a Year. Get in line for one 
of these “Big Jobs.” Start by enrolling now for my easily learned, quickly grasped, right- 
up-to-the-minute, Spare-Time Home-Study Course in Practical Electricity. 
Get Started Now—Mail Cou 


Proof. Lessons, bork 
Free: These cost you 


You don’t have to be a College Man; youdon’t have 
to be a High School Graduate. AsChief Engineer of nothing and 


theChicago Engineering Works, I knowexactlythe’ you'll enjoy 
kind of co you need cod, andl will givé youthat them. Make the 
ourse in Electricity is simple, start today fora 


training. 
thorough and complete and offers every man, re- # bright future 


gardless of age, education, or previous ex rience, the 


chance to become, in a very short time, te 
pert,”’ able to make from $70 to $200 a 


No Extra Charge for sinminbie 
Working Outfit 
With me, youdopractical work—at home. Youstart 
right in after your first few lessons to work at your 
rofession in the regular way and make extra ay & 

oar spare time. For this you need tools, and I give them 
to you—5 big complete working outfits, with tools, measur- 
ing instruments, and a real electric motor— outiits in all. 


Your Satisfaction Guaranteed 
So sure am I that you can learn Electricity—so sure am I, 
that after studyin with me, you, too, can get into the “big 
m.ney”’ class inelec trical work, that I will guarantee un- 
der bond to return was single penny paid me in tuition, if, 
when you have finished 7 Cousea, you are not satisfied i 
was the best investment You ever made. An of me 
in my guarantee, stands the Chicago Engineer- 
ing Works, Inc.,a twomillion dollar institution, L.L. Who Mak 
thus assuring toevery studentenrolled,notonly * Dep o makes 
a wonderful training in Electricity, but an un- MAIL 2150Lawrence “Big-Pay” 
co Pp oO N Ave., Chicago Men 


Send meat once without obligation 
FOR MY 


your big illustrated book and com- 
’ FR EE A Course in Electricity, including your 
outfit and employment service offers. 


surpassed Student Service as well. 


plete details of your Home Study 


Will Train You 
fy 
The i 
oy ou — BooK A 


JACK WARD 
Chicago 


“T didn't want to work 
for small 
proved Mr. Greenslade 
was right. Made $13,- 
500 last 
$1,000 every month.” 


J. E. GREENSLADE 


But don’t take my word for it! 


WARREN HARTLE 
Chicago 


“After 10 years in the 


F. WYNN 
Portland 


“Last week my earn- 


GEO. W. KEARNS 
Oklahoma 


“From $60 a month 


Railway mail service I 
decided to make a 
change. Earned more 
than $1,000 the first 30 
days.” 


pay. Eacily 


year—over 


€ 


ings amounted to 
$554.37; this week will 
goover $400.00. Thanks 
to the N. S, T. A.” 


working on a ranch, to 
$524 in two weeks, is 
the step I took after 
this training.” 


Youre Fooling 


yourself 


-if You Think These Bid Pay 
Records Are Due to LUCK! 


When I tell you that you can quickly increase 


your earning power; I'll PROVE IT! FREE! I’ll show you hundreds of men 


like yourself who have done it. 


"LL come directly to the point. First 

you'll say, “I could never do it. These 
men were lucky.” But remember, the men 
whose pictures are shown above are only 
four out of thousands and if you think it’s 
luck that has suddenly raised thousands of 
men into the big pay class you're fooling 
yourself ! 


Easy to Double Salary 


But let's get down to your owncase. You 
want more money. You want the good 
things in life, a comfortable home of your 
own where you can entertain, a snappy car, 
membership in a good club, good clothes, 
advantages for your loved ones, travel and 
a place of importance in your community. 
All this can be yours. And I'll prove it to 
you, FREE. 

First of all get this one thing right; such 
achievement is not luck—it’s KNOWING 
HOW! And KNOWING HOW in a field 
in which your opportunities and rewards 
are ten times greater than in other work. 
In short, I'll prove that I can make you a 
Master Salesman—and you know the in- 
comes good salesmen make. 

Every one of the four men shown above 
was sure that he could never SELL! They 
thought Salesmen were “born” and not 
“made”! When I said, “Enter the Selling 
Field where chances in your favor are ten 
to one” they said it couldn’t be done. But 
I proved to them that this Association 
could take any man of average _intelli- 
gence regardless of his lack of selling ex- 
perience and in a_ short time make a 
MASTER SALESMAN of him—make 
him capable of earning anywhere from 


$5,000 to $10,000 a year. And that’s what 
I'm willing to prove to you, FREE. 


Simple as A BC 


You may think my promise remarkable. 
Yet there is nothing remarkable about it. 
Salesmanship is governed by rules and laws. 
There are certain ways of saying and 
doing things, certain ways of approaching 
a prospect to get his undivided attention, 
certain ways to overcome objections, bat- 
ter down prejudices and outwit competi- 
tion. 

Just as you learned the alphabet, so you 
can learn salesmanship. And through the 
NATIONAL DEMONSTRATION 
METHOD—an exclusive feature of the 
N. S. T. A. System of Salesmanship Train- 
ing—you gain the equivalent of actual ex- 
perience while studying. 


Years of Selling Experience 
in a Few Weeks 


The N. S. T. A. System of Salesmanship 
Training and Employment Service will 
enable you to quickly step into the ranks 
of successful salesmen—will give you a big 
advantage over those who lack this train- 
ing. It will enable you to jump from small 
pay to a real man’s income. 


Remarkable Book, ‘‘Modern 
Salesmanship,’’ Sent FREE 


With my compliments I want to send you 
a most remarkable book, “Modern Sales- 
manship.” 

It will show you how you can easily be- 
come a Master Salesman—a big money- 


And I'll show you how you can do it, too. 


maker—how the N. S. T. A. System of 
Salesmanship Training will give you years 
of selling experience in a few weeks; how 
our FREE Employment Service will help 
select and secure a good selling position 
when you are qualified and ready. And it 
will give you success stories of former rou- 
tine workers who are now earning amazing 
salaries as salesmen. Mail the coupon to- 
day. In every man’s life there is one big 
moment when he makes the decision that 
robs him of success—or leads him on to 
fortune. This may be your turning point. 
You may be face to face with your BIG 
opportunity. Your decision right now is 
important. Send the attached coupon at 
once and you will have made the first long 
stride toward success. 


National Salesmen’s 
Training Association 


Dept. R-26 N.S. T. A. Building 
CHICAGO, ILL. 


MATIONAL SALESMENS 
TRAINING AS’ 


National Salesmen’s Training Association 
Dept. R-26, N. S. T. A. Building, Chicago, Ill. 
Send me free your book, “Modern Salesmanship,” 
and Proof that I can become a MASTER SALES- 
MAN. 
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“John was worried 


about bills— 
Till 1 Helped Him” 


HE was a young wife who 

thought her husband could 

miraculously stretch his in- 
come to meet all of her desires. 
When the sober awakening came, 
she learned that a wage-earner 
can bring in only so much. She 
found out too why so many 
women are joining hands with 
the men of the household to 
make dreams come true. Instead 
of frittering away her spare 
hours, she is now a money-earner 
through the IMC way. 


Hundreds Are Earning Money 

This case is typical of hun- 
dreds of couples who have found 
in our plan a means to become 
savers instead of owers. The 
time seems to have passed when 
one person’s income is sufficient 
for the needs of a family. Let 
us tell you of this plan that 


More than 3,000,000 people read 
these famous magazines each month 


COSMOPOLITAN 


GOOD HOUSEKEEPING 


HARPER’S BAZAR 
MoToR 
MoToR BoatinG 


INTERNATIONAL STUDIO 


SMART SET 


Hundreds more are waiting for 
them in your neighborhood! 


enables thou- 

sands of men 

and women, 

boys and 

girls, to turn 

their spare 

time into 
cash—with. 

out experi- 

ence, without 
capital, without interfering with 
their regular duties. 


Paid For Her Home 

Mrs. Alice Loomis, in far off 
Hawaii, virtually paid for her 
home—by telephone calls and 
pleasant chats with people in- 
terested in entertaining and in- 
spiring reading. 

Mrs. Florence M. Caffee, of 
Wyoming, reports that her 
work for us has earned her 
several hundred dollars. 


“Don’t Worry About Those Bills, 
John—I Have a Big IMC Check 
Coming” 


Pleasant Spare-Time Work 


Thousands are earning money, 
and exercising a cultural in- 
fluence in their communities, by 
pleasant spare-time work 
through telephone calls, letters 
and personal chats. Our instruc- 
tions by mail make it easy for 
you. Jf an addition to the 
monthly income will be welcome, 
let us explain without obligation 
our money-making plan. 


Mail This Money-Making Coupon Today! 


Dept. SS-S1025 


International Magazine Co., Inc. 
119 West 40th Street, N. Y. C. 


YES, I would like to earn some extra money in my spare time. Without 
obligation to me, please send the details of your money-making plan. 
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N New York City 
there lives a woman 
who has such amaz- 
ing vitality that she 
is the envy of all her 
friends. Yet not so 
long ago they used 
to call her “Weary 
Winifred”. Winifred has asked us to 
publish her story for the benefit of the 
thousafids of other women who may 

be helped by it. It is printed here 
in her own words, as an open letter to 

all woaten who are discouraged with 
the burdens that life has imposed 
upon them. 


“The strangest thing,” she says, 
“is that I never realized there was 
anything the matter with me. My 
life, I thought, was that of the 
ordinary wife and mother. I tried 
to be a good wife and mother, and 
at the same time to keep in touch 
with my social duties. 


“But somehow, I never seemed to 
catch up with myself. If I stayed 
up late one night, I could hardly 
drag myself out of bed the next 
morning. I had to cancel engage- 
ments frequently, not because I was 
ever really sick, but simply because 
I was too weary to make the effort. 
| looked tired, acted tired, and was 


tired. 


“My looks began to show the 
effect too. My neck began to look 
stringy and_ hollow. My cheek 
muscles sagged, my complexion was 
‘pasty’ and colorless. My figure 
began to look dumpy. My age— 
which was only thirty-five—began 
to feel like fifty. Life was becoming 
‘just too much for me’—and | 
didn’t know why. 


“Of course I did things about this 
state of affairs. I took headache 
powders. I tried various creams 
and lotions for my complexion. I 
tried, in various ways, to gain 
strength, and yet reduce my weight, 
changing from one thing to another. 
I ‘fussed’ with everything. 


“THEY USED 
CALL 
‘WEARY 


The personal story of a wcman 
who never was really sick, yet 
always ailing, always too tired 
to enjoy life—and how she made 
herse'f into a virile, vital being 
of super-health and strength. 


“Yet with all these little ailments 
I was not really sick. There .was 
nothing organic the matter with me. 
And so it never occurred to me that 
I was not a normal woman. I 
just thought that I was the victim 
of ills that a great many unfortu- 
nate women were heir to. 


“But one day, something hap- 
pened that made me ‘sit up: and 
take notice.’ I read an article, tell- 
ing the story of Annette Keller- 
mann’s life—of how she, who is 
called the world’s most perfectly 
formed woman, was once a puny 
ailing girl, always in ill health. The 
story of how she dragged herself out of 
her misery and actually made of 
herself the lovely creature of glorious 
health and beauty that she is today 
was a revelation to me. Indeed, I 
was so lost in admiration for that 
wonderful woman that I wrote her. 
In response, I received not only a 
charming personal letter from Miss 
Kellermann, but, far more im- 
portant, a copy of her book called 
‘The Body Beautiful’—a book which 
I can truthfully say led me to my 
present health and happiness. 


“That little book opened my eyes 
to the fact that it is totally unneces- 
sary for women to suffer as they do— 
totally unnecessary for them to be 
continually incapacitated by petty 
little ailments—totally unnecessary 
for them to look old and haggard 
and worn. 


“T learned that every woman— 
unless she has a _ serious organic 
derangement—can live a life as 
vigorous and strong, and free from 
pain, as a man’s. Every woman 
can live the life of youth and beauty 
that comes from health and vitality. 


“T know that this is so because 
I have proved it. ay I am 
practically never tired. I am never 
nervous or irritable. I never have 
any of the petty ailments from 
which so many women suffer. I 
look fifteen years younger than 


most other women of my age. My 
step is springy, my eyes are bright, 
my skin is firm and clear, and my 
body is slender and has the free, 
lithe grace of a young girl. 

“And because I know that there are 
thousands of women who are now 
living as I did, miserable imitations of 
real women, and because I know that 
every one of them can actually be a 
new woman, with health and beauty 
such as they never knew existed, I 
cannot too strongly recommend tat 
they take this simple way out of their 
troubles. Jt is so easy!” 


FREE—The Body 
Beautiful 


Annette Kellermann, in this book—which 
she will send absolutely free, upon re :uest to 
any woman—tells exactly how 
herself from a cripple and an invalid into a 
woman world-famous for her health and beauty. 
Any woman by devoting only fifteen minutes a 
day to her methods can obtain a perfect figure 
neither too stout nor too thin, mould each part 
of her body to graceful, youthful lines; can 
acquire a clear, healthy complexion; and can 
overcome weaknesses and physical troubl-s 
that so many women suffer from. 


If you would like to have a copy of Annette 
Kellermann’s new write for it. Taere 
is no charge or obligation. Miss Kellermann 
is anxious to give every woman the benefit of 
her simple 15-minute-a-day system and invites 
you to write a letter or mail the coupon bs “low. 
Do it this minute—it may be the becinning of a 
new kind of health and happiness for you. 


ANNETTE KELLERMANN, Inc. 
225 West 39th St., Suite 4010, New York City 


Dear Miss Kellermann: 


( ) Body Building 


Annette Kellermann, Inc., Suite 4010, 
225 West 39th Street, New York City. 


City 


Kindly send me entirely without cost, your new book, “The Body 
Beautiful.” I am particularly interested in: 


) Reducing Weight 


State 
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This young 

man from New 

England meets 

LOVE, ADVENTURE, 
FORTUNE in New York, 


and becomes the central figure in 


The New Novel by the Author of “Brass” and “Bread” 


CHARLES G. NORRIS 
October 


30 Stories and 
Features by 


JAMES OLIVER CURWOOD 
SIR PHILIP GIBBS ath 
MONTAGUE GLASS 

IRVIN S. COBB 

ROBERT HICHENS 

KATHLEEN NORRIS 


and others : Buy it now at the nearest news-stand 
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US RAILWAY 


$1900 FIRST YEAR— 
RAISE TO $2700 


Travel—See Your Country 


WANT THESE JOBS? 


Men—Women, 18 Up 


CITY POSTOFFICE CLERKS INCOME TAX AUDITORS 
CITY MAIL CARRIERS CLERKS AT WASHINGTON, D. C. 


STEADY POSITIONS 


These are steady positions. Strikes, poor business conditions, lockouts or politics will not affect them. U. S. 
Government employees get their pay for full twelve months every year. There is no such thing as “HARD 
TIMES” in the U. S. Government Service. 


RAILWAY POSTAL CLERKS 


Railway Postal Clerks get $1900 the first year, being paid on the first and fifteenth of each month. $79.00 
each pay day. Their pay is increased to a maximum of $2700 a year. $112.50 each pay day. 


PAID VACATIONS 


Railway Postal Clerks, like all Government employees, are given a yearly vacation of 15 working days (about / 
18 days). They usually work 3 days and have 3 days off duty or in the same proportion. During this off duty 
and vacation, their pay continues just as though they were working. When they grow old, they are re- / 
tired with a pension. As Railway Postal Clerks are continually travelling, they have an excellent chance / 

to see the country. They are furnished with a railroad pass. heir hotel expenses are paid when away / 


from home. 7 
FRANKLIN 
CITY MAIL CARRIERS—POST OFFICE CLERKS / INSTITUTE 
Clerks and carriers commence at $1700 a year and automatically increase $100 a year to {2100. They also have 15 days’ 4 Dept. G 324 
vacation, Examinations are frequently held in the larger cities. City residence is unnecessary. W7 ROCHESTER, N. Y. 
4 Kindl nd me, 
CLERKS AT WASHINGTON, D. C. ® tirely fee of charge 
(Open to men or women 18 or over) °° (1) A full description 
Salary $1140 to $1860 a year. Required for pleasant clerical work in the various “of the position checked 
government departments and offices at Washington, D below; (2) Specimen ex- 
9° amination questions and free 
g sample coaching; (3) Free 


WHAT WILL YOU EARN 5 YEARS FROM NOW? » copy of illustrated book, “How 


Compare these conditions with your present or your prospective condition, 


© to Get a U.S. Job;” 
perhaps changing positions frequently, kicking around from post to pil- (4) A list of the U, S. Government 


Jobs now obtainable. 


lar, no chance in sight for PERMANENT frequent]. 
De you know? out of a and the year’s qverege vax low. o You Railway Postal Clerk....... ($1900-$2700) 
EARN $1900 to $2700 EVERY YEAR AVE you. y A , Post Office Clerk............. ($1700-$2100) 
“Uncle Sam” ASSURANCE THAT A FEW. YEARS FROM NOW YOU 
GET FREE LIST OF POSITIONS Income Tax jAuditor ($2040-$3000) 
Fill out the coupon. Tear it off and mail it toda ow, ¢ 
at once. DO IT NOW—This investment of two 
last year. cents - a postage stamp may result in your getting Fa 
a U. S. Government Job. 


WANTED 
GEOL AN 
| 
nd ~~ Use This Coupon Before You Mislay It—Write or Print Plainly 
B 


EAR a little town in the country- 
side I love to wander through, 


runs a_ stream of that clear, 
sparkling water which rises only in the 
hills. The creek has washed its way to 
a stony bed in many places, but in some 
spots it seems to stop a moment to rest. 
Here it is deeper, wider, and under the 
crystal flow we can see mud plain, 
oozy, sticky mud! And the mud is 
beautiful because it is where it belongs. 


Men have built a bridge across the 
stream at a point where it is deep, and 
wide, and tranquil. The stone arches 
have gathered a personality which seems 
almost to speak. 


They tell a story of age, of labor, of 
strain. They have listened to the roar 
of spring floods every year for half a 
century. They have heard the sweet 
notes of the songbirds at nesting time. 
They have strained beneath the weight 
of the harvest as load after load of 
potatoes and grain and hay have rolled 
by on the roadway above. 


They have seen stray apples and ears 
of corn fall from the loads and float 
downstream on the crystal water. It is 
the romance of life as they know it. 


UT the arches are only the topmost 
of the stones which are built one on 
another. Under them are other stones; 
under the water and mud are still others. 
And somewhere deep down in the oozy 


Bottoms 


bottom rests another stone —big and flat 
and strong. Its cracks are chinked with 
earth —but no one sees it. It feels every 
freshet and every strain—yet no one 
thinks about that. It feels the rush of 
water, the unpleasant part, but it can- 
not hear the birdsongs. It bears the 
crushing weight of the loads, but cannot 
hear the cheery voices which accompany 
them. 


But isn’t it wonderful that the 
builders remembered to lay a foun- 
dation stone big enough to bear the 
strainP And isn’t it wonderful to think 
that the stone has borne the strain so 
wellP And isn’t it wonderful to think 
that something worth while is hidden 
by that muddy bottom. : 


HE world is full of forgotten service; 

of unseen servants working for our 
comfort. They are the foundation 
stones of the nation. The farmer is 
probably the most important and the 
least remembered, but everyone of us, 
if we try, can find some service we can 
perform unseen and unrewarded. | 
think that is a glorious kind of service. 
Don’t youP 


And I think it is the kind of service 
every one of us owes to the community. 
And I think a magazine can give its 
little bit in the way of recreation and 
enjoyment if it has a staff whose spirit 
is what it should be. 
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A Bargain You Can’t Ignore! 
Every Member of the Family 
Will Use and Enjoy it! Try it 


Free, and See! 


$300 


most liberal terms if you buy 


GET YOUR typewriter zow. A 
genuine Shipman-Ward rebuilt 
Underwood is the one you want— 

“the machine you will 
w eventually buy!” Every- 
one needs it; now anyone 
can afford it. Don’t send 
ja cent—but do get our 
big special offer—our 
valuable book on 
typewriters and 
typewriting —/ree. 

You can learn to 
write on this stand- 
ard-keyboard machine in one day. 
A week after the expressman has 
brought it, you’d feel Jost without 
it. Atrial will prove it—and doesn’t 
cost you a penny! 

Our rebuilt plan gives you the 
best machine, and saves you a Jot of 
money. 


and it’s 
yourse 


A generous free trial offer and the 


This is a 
genuine No. 5 
Underwood-=the ace of 
standard writing machines. 
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‘Act NOW 


If Ever !: 
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The Underwood is so famous a make, and 
No. 5 so popular a model, you'll have to 
speak up if you want one of the lot we are 
just completing now! 

We rebuild from top to bottom; replace 
every single worn part; each machine is 
in sparkling condition. New typewriters 
are commonly guaranteed for a year; 
we guarantee these completely rebuilt 
Underwoods jive years: That’s our 
Better-Than-New Guarantee! And we 
guarantee a big saving in money! 


Pay Like Rent 


We don’t ask for a cent 
now. Nor any money at all, 
unless you are completely 
won by the wonderful writ- 
ing machine we ship you for 


an unrestricted 10-day free trial. When “& 


you do buy, take advantage of our very 
liberal scale of monthly payments. A host 
of our patrons have paid for their type- 
writers out of money made typing work for 
others. (One woman made a thousand dollars 


Alli 


at home last year with her Underwood.) 

If you know typewriters, you know the 
perfect work and the ease and speed of an 
Underwood. If you have never owned a 
typewriter, start with the finest! One 
that will last you all your 
life! But, the time to act is 
NOW. Don’t miss out on 
this present bargain offer. 
Don’t do longer without the 
convenience of atypewriter. 
Our modern method of re- 
building, and our economi- 
cal resale plan remove the 
last reason for not owning 
this time-saving, money - 
making, educational device. 


Free Trial Plan 

Our plan gives you the 
opportunity of @ thorough 
trial before you buy. You run no risk what- 
ever. You start to pay for your typewriter 
after you have found it the one and only ma- 
chine for you! But get the facts before this 
lot of machines is all in use. Clip the infor- 

Copyright 1925 Shipman-Ward Manufacturing Co. 


| 


mation coupon before you turn the page. 
It will pay you! Note the very useful book 
you will receive free! Write for full particu- 
lars at once. 


Valuable Typist’s Manual 


FREE! _ 


Get our catalog that 
tells how we rebuild 
these wonderful Under- ¥ 
wood typewriters in the 
largest factory of its kind 
in the world, and lowest 
prices and terms in exist- 
ence. We will also include 
free, the new Type Writing (mM 
Manual—it gives manyexam- 
ples and samples of uses for 
your typewriter; in business 
accounts, social correspond- 
ence, recipes, shopping lists, 
household accounts, etc. ;school- 
work; literary work, etc. This is 
a typewriting age; no home is com- 


plete without a typewriter. Clip 
coupon now! 


SHIPMAN - Mgc. Co. 

| to 3827 Shipman Bldg. 
Chicago 

Please send full offer, with Type Writing Manual 

FREE, prices, terms, etc., 

and full information about 

our FREE course in Touch 

ypewriting. All without 

| obligation; this is NOT an 


order! 


Name 


State. 
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t talk to you about. 


“But what was the trouble 


“Well, 
WON 
Listerine used as a mouth wash quickly overcomes halitosis (unpleasant breath). 
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OCTOBER 


True Stories from Real Life 


CIRCUS DAY 


By HARRY LEE 


Sure we was! Why, we secn’em unload, 
Me aw Daddy did! Sure! Aw y’ know, 
Was me got up first, an’ called Daddy, 
Aw told him it’s time we mus’ go. 
Daddy jes’ stretch an’ gap— 

An’ set up in bed an’ say: 

“What's up!” jes’ like he forgot; 

An’ I tell him: “Why, Circus Day! 

An’ we're li’ble to miss it, too, 

’Cause wagons are rumblin’ by!” 


gin’ Dad says: “By George, if it ain't!” 
Gi jumps up, an’ says we mus’ try 

_@& Be quiet, so’s not to ’sturb Mother. 
We hurry out then! Aw run! 

WW “Can't ketch me, I bet!” Daddy says. 
But I did, though! An’ boy, we have fun! 
An’ cut ’cross the fields where is weeds. 
All the gang—an’ Skinny—is there! 
Daddy says ’at he didn’t know, 
Was so many kids—anywhere! 


Aw there was a tent with a chimley! 
An breakfast a-cookin’! An’ tables as long— 
As the Sunday School Picnic hus; 

An’s a black man, singin’ a song, 
Puttin’ cups down, an’ plates! 

Aw’ a cage, where sumpin’ go: “Ouf!” 
An’ there's a giraff, up, 

Lookin’ down, with hay in his mouf! 
Yes, an’ all sorts o’ monkeys there, too! 
Aw’ clephunts—all in a row— 

Tails ketched up in their trunks; 

An’ they swing by us—jest as slow! 


Then I ask Daddy, “Where is the Clowns?” 
An’ he says: “Oh, sleepin’, I spose; 
Clowns got to.sleep, like rest o’ folks!” 
Then I tell him, ‘at first thing he knows, 
I'm gonto be one! Then he’s sprized! - 
An’ says ‘at he didn’t know, 

But some day he'd be gettin’ in free— 
"Cause is me would be ownin’ the show! 
But I ain't gonto own it! No sir! - 

I'm "cided to jes’ be a Clown! 


Gonto climb up an’ walk on a wire— 

Aw’ holler—and tumble down— 

An’ fall on the loose thing—an’ bounce— 
Aw get slapped wiv a board, an’ run 
With my spenders a-flyin’ behind— 

Aw red on my nose! An’ have fun! 

Jest all th’ time fun! Aw’ flip-flops! 

Aw’ ride in the prades through the town— 
With the clyopee blowin’! Oh boy! 
Bet you wisht you could be—a Clown? 
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HAT is honor? 


It is a decent respect of a man 
for his own soul. 


If a man does not believe he has a 
soul, it is difficult for him to have 
honor, for he has no criterion to go by. 


When we perform acts, we are either 


looking for approbation from our fel- 
lows or from ourselves. If we care 
nothing for our own approbation and 
look entirely to that of our fellows, we 
are apt to become time-seryers. 


A man of honor is one who is hon- 
est in the dark as well as in the light. 
He is uneasy whenever he is convinced 
that his own soul condemns him. He is 
not decent because of the opinions of 
his fellow men. They may have weight 
with him to some extent, but he does 
not depend upon them. 


lens main thing is to have his own 
good opinion. 

_ The rule of honor 
holds when no other 
rules are apparent. 
Sometimes it is hard to 
tell just what to do, and 
if a man has nocriterion 
within himself it is 
sometimes confusing. 


UT a man who fol- 
’ lows his own sense 
of “ought.” and who 
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Dr. Frank Crane 


respects and obeys his own soul, can be earth and reach up toward the great 
depended upon. arched sky above—for honor builds 
strength of character which is greater 
than all other power. 


The sense of honor is an automatic 
sense. It checks up on one of itself 
It does not wait for outside authority Honor is a decent respect of a man 


It is a deep lying instinct that grows for his own soul 


in us the more it is used. 


NDEED immediate obedience to 

the dictates of honor is essential 
to keeping it going. Whoever stops 
and parleys is lost. Honor should 
be recognized the greatest authority 
within us. It is the voice of God 
speaking within us. 

It is a blush upon a maiden cheek, or 
the instinctive unwillingness of the 
young man to do what is wrong. 

It is the law of the Deity written 
within one’s soul, and the more it is 
depended on and followed, the stronger 
it becomes. Like a seed. it absorbs the 
moisture of encourage- 
ment, then puts out 
shoots which pierce the 
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Back in a Little 
Upland Valley 
Less Than a 
Day’s Journey 
From Broadway 
y re People 
Whose Customs 
Latd the Foun-— 
dation Stones of 


America. 


tain, beyond the rushing torrent that swirls 

around its base, even beyond the ancient corduroy 
road, few people knew of our existence. In actual miles 
our village is not far from the greatest centre in the 
United States. It is in spirit and customs that this little 
settlement is remote and quaint, belonging, like its homes, 
and dress, and furniture, immutably to the past. 

Or at. least we thought our mode of living was im- 
mutable—until Clyde Orsay came out of the fog one 
evening and stumbled blindly up the path to our door. 

All that day, ground mists had been rising from the 
valley, enveloping, as usual, our little village set in a 
niche of the mountain. The atmosphere oozed fog, and 
toward nightfall, if such were possible, the vapor grew 
even denser. 

Father had gone to the Hebrew tailor’s to be measured 
for a new suit of broadcloth. Mother and I sat before 
the open fire. She was stitching a little flannel sacque for 
the new Mennonite baby down the road. I was tufting 
a quilt to be sent in a box with other necessities to the 
settlement house in Chicago, where Humility Fenwick, 
a schoolmate of mine, had worked for three years, and 


@) UT in the world, beyond the foot of the moun- 


whither she was returning, glorified with her work. 
To look out of the window was like looking into a 
steaming kettle. Serene quiet pervaded our cottage with 
its furmishings of a bygone age. Serene quiet pervaded 
our hearts. And I am sure that I had no premonition, 
then, that the even tenor of our lives was so soon to be 
destroyed. 

Presently the gate-latch clicked. Without missing a 
stitch, Mother looked up, and for the moment her 
inscrutable gray eyes softened with tenderness. Father 


was coming, and both of us, glancing toward the door, 
waited for his dignified greeting. 


HEN unexpectedly, through the silence that habitu- 
ally reigned in our: hidden city, came the sound of a 
man’s voice: 
“Hello! Hello! Is there a house here? Hello!” 
Involuntarily I started. The needle fell from my 
hands, and I remember how the white tuft of wool I 
held at the moment, slipped away from me and was 
wafted upward. 
“A stranger, Mother!” I gasped, feeling the blood 
rush to my face. 
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Calmly, Mother continued with her sewing, her en- 
viable poise serving as a reminder that I must compose 
myself. 

“Art thou afraid of a stranger in thy own home?” 
she rebuked gently. 

“Shall I—open the door?” I asked, my heart beating 
wildly, for truthfully speaking I was not afraid. I was 
excited, unbecoming as. such an emotion might be in the 
daughter of Quaker parents. 

In all my life of eighteen 


“No,” contradicted Father. 
“We Friends ask a man once. 
We consider his answer final. 
You have answered.” 


he might be. Indeed, 1 could not remember what to do 
or what not to do, with this bronzed young man staring 
at me in frank amazement. 

“Your burden is heavy,”’ said Mother, graciously but 
formally. “Will you not set it down?” 

Still he gazed at me like one in a dream, for the lamp 
shed its radiance about me, bringing my figure into 
prominence and leaving the rest of the room in shadow. 

“Thanks,” he replied 
huskily. “Had no idea I'd 


years, few strangers had 
stopped in our forgotten vil- 
lage. and now here was one 
right at our door! 

“Hello! Is there a house 
here ?” came the voice again, 
muffled by the fog. 

“Take a lamp, Daughter. face. 
He may be in distress.” 

Hurrying to the door. 
which, as in all the fifty odd 
cottages of the settlement. 
leads directly into the living- 


stranger. 


had lied. 


Father rose very slowly, facing the 
“Then you lied to me, Mr. 
Orsay, in saying you were not hungry.” 

Dull red spread over the young man’s 
1 was frightened as his powerful 
hands clenched into huge fists. I realized 
it was a—terrible thing to tell a man he 


have to walk fifteen miles 
from the railroad with this 
load on my back.” 

Swinging his queer bag- 
gage down from his shoul- 
der, he set it against the wall. 
It looked like a box on stilts. 
Later I learned it was a sur- 
veyor’s' instrument. He 
called it a transit 

“And you are wet, sir,” 
Mother continued. “Pray, 
come closer to the fire.”’ 


room, I opened it, lifting the 

lamp up high to guide him. 

| know now that there was something symbolic in the 
way Clyde Orsay staggered out of the fog. through the 
pool of light cast by my lamp, into the warm glow of 
our household. 


FORGOT to shut the door behind him. I forgot 
to lower the lamp. I even forgot that he was a 
stranger who must be welcomed appropriately. whoever 


He took a step forward, 
and somehow that movement 
broke the spell. In confusion, | shut the door, replaced 
the lamp, then took my seat at the tufting frame. to 
escape this stranger’s puzzled scrutiny. 

It is part of the creed of the Society of Friends that 
we do not ask a stranger who he is, whence he has come. 
or what his business may be, but you can be sure that my 
curiosity about this man was quite as strong as was his 
about us. From time to time. while he shook himself 
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before the fire like a great shaggy dog, I stole several 
glances at him, always, to my dismay, meeting his staring 
eyes. 

I wondered if my cap had slipped back, as it did some- 
times, to reveal a few unruly brown curls. It would be 
vanity to adjust it in his presence, so I bent my head 
lower over my work, for vanity was a snare | must 
always avoid. 


ET even as I wondered about my cap, I found myself 

‘ wondering too, if all men out there in the world wore 
such gay red and black checkered shirts, if they were all 
so bronzed and fearless looking, and if all had such keen 
gray eyes. 

And how strangely he talked—gruff and rapid. Would 
he speak again? Then soon enough he did. 

“Stopped a dozen fellows, but not one of ‘em could 
tell me how to get here. This is Martinsville, isn’t it?” 

“By the world forgotten, but not forgetting the world,” 
nodded Mother, snipping a thread. 

“No indeed.” I put in, a little too eagerly perhaps, 
“for this quilt goes to a poor family far off in Chicago! 
We do not forget.” 

“Well—well. As far off as Chicago,” repeated the 
stranger, and the slight tinge of amusement in his voice 
sent my hands flying back to the tufts. 

At this juncture, the gate-latch clicked again. Father! 
I glided sedately to the door. There stood the dearest 
man in all the world, clad in dignified black, with the 
broad-brimmed hat all our men wore. 

He stroked my head gently. 

“God be with you, Eden.” 

“And with you, Father.” 

“With you, Deborah,” to Mother. 

“With you, Hubert.” 

Then he noticed Clyde Orsay, who now stood with 
his back to the fire, his feet apart and his hands clasped 
behind his back, his head almost touching the hand-hewn 
rafters. For the fraction of a second the two men took 
each other's measure. Inexplicably, my heart pounded. 

“God be with you, Friend.” 


I could not remember what to 
do or what not to do, with this 
young man staring at me. 


the employ of the state.” 


“Good evening, sir. I'm Clyde Orsay, an engineer in 


Father glanced at the old clock in the corner. “Will 
you break bread with us, Friend? It is the hour of our 
evening meal.” f 

“Why—thank you,” hesitated Clyde Orsay. “No—I 
guess not. I’m not hungry,” he finished shortly. “Had 
something a while back.” 

It was my duty to lay the meals. Accordingly, I could 
catch only snatches of the conversation as | passed back 
and forth from kitchen to living-room, but I saw that 
Father looked graver than usual, and that Mother, at 
the quilting frame, was working mechanically, while she, 
too, gave ear to the young man. 

How much I would have to tell Mary Fox when we 
met the next afternoon! My heart thrilled, and I felt 
warm all over, the way I did sometimes at Meeting, if 
Mother heard the Divine call, and preached. 

“Supper is ready, Father,” I said faintly, and the 
three of us sat down. Clyde took the bench by the fire. 

By silent consent we bowed our heads. With the 
saying of Grace, as with sermons at Meeting, there is 
no set form. Whosoever, at the table, first feels moved 
from within to thank God for His mercy, does so, 
whether man, woman, or child. And that night, with 
unaccountable emotions stifling me, it was I who said 
Grace. 


Y VOICE quavered at first, but faith was strong 
in my heart. Besides, | knew I must not yield to 
worldly embarrassment before a visitor. 

“For what we are about to eat, dear Lord,” I prayed, 
“let us be thankful. And the stranger within our gates, 
do Thou inspire with vision and understanding, that he 
may see into our hearts even as we try to see into his.” 

“Amen.” 

In the moment of awed silence that followed, Clyde 
Orsay drew my gaze and held it. You see, I had not 
meant to offer a prayer for him. The words had slipped 
out, and now I was frightened that perhaps I had been 
too bold or too forward, in intimating that I was trying 
to look into his heart. 

But my parents seemed pleased that I had remembered 
the rules of hospitality. 

It was when Mother brought in the hot cakes that 


on 
/ 


“We have lived far from tha” 
greed of men, and the lust 
for possession,” I told 


was of the world, nonchalant, laughing, accustomed to 
fulfill his desires when and where he pleased. 

At sight of the steaming hot cakes, I saw his nostrils 
dilate, and his eyes twinkle humorously. As Mother 
took her place again, he strolled over to the table. 

“I’ve changed my mind a bit.” he laughed. “Those 
pancakes are too good to pass up: [If it’s no trouble to 
you, ma‘am, I'll have some. Just you tell me where the 
plates are, and I'll get my own.” 

Deathly silence fell upon us. Mother stiffened. 
Father's lips set sternly. As for me, I dared not look up. 
Of course the stranger could not know what a terrible 
breach he had committed, but something chill had struck 
at my heart, and I shrank from letting him see that I, 
too, must find fault with him. 

Then Father rose very slowly, facing the other man. 
“Then you lied to me, Mr. Orsay, in saying you were 
not hungry.” 

Dull red spread over the younger man’s face. It 
frightened me to see how his powerful hands clenched 
into huge fists. I knew nothing of men, but I realized 
it was a terrible thing to tell a man he had lied. 
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“Hardly a lie, sir,"’ jerked out Clyde Orsay, “when it 
was only your wife’s excellent griddle cakes that re- 
minded me of my appetite.” 

“No,” contradicted Father. “Not these hot cakes. 
It was that you wanted to be urged, to be coaxed and 
wheedled to break bread with us, as foolish folk in your 
cities would do. We Friends ask a man once. Being 
refused, we consider his answer final. I am afraid, Mr. 
Orsay, I cannot give you that which you ask—tonight.” 


NCE before I had seen in a man’s eyes the expres- 

sion which now transplanted Clyde Orsay’s anger. 
That was two years ago, when an automobile salesman, 
searching out our village, had at last been impressed by 
the fact that we would use only horses. It was a look 
of utter incredulity, of disbelief in the verdict of his own 
senses. 

Be it said to his credit that his hands relaxed. The 
color receded from his face. He had foresight enough 
not to hurl himself at a danger he did not quite 
understand. 

““Well—guess I won't starve,”’ he said shortly. “I’ve 
gone for days without food—over there, in France. 
Thanks for letting me in out of that black fog. I’ve a 
letter to. Makepeace Drayton about putting me up. If 
you'll tell me how to reach him i 

“Makepeace Drayton is dead,” 


[Turn to page 92] 
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Father and Clyde Orsay had the first of their many 
disagreements, which, before long, were destined to bring 
into my life the only unhappiness I had ever known. | 
suppose these encounters were inevitable. We were of 
a different civilization, simple and direct and stern. He 
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My Ears Caught the Sound 
of a Somber, Melodtwous Chant. 
I Knew that Old Tombega 
W as Standing Atop the Pulpit 
Rock in the Canon, Hs Face to 
the Sun—for It Was the Weird, 
almost Ghostly Chant of Death. 


sounded the very depths of human misery; that 
my soul had been shriven and seared and grilled 
until even the ashes of despair had been consumed. 

Surely life could hold nothing blacker, more poignantly 
terrible, than that hour of dreary hopelessness. 

And yet—even then there came a note of uncertainty. 
There was Dave Shorb. Shorh! Rough, huge, bearded, 
black, domineering, dictatorial! The mere thought of 
the man, of his gorilla-like bearing, caused me to shrink. 

They had just taken my father down the lonely canon 
trail, his wrists handcuffed together. an officer of the law 
riding on each side. And because I was past sixteen | 
was beyond the benevolence of the same law that had 
taken my father; and so | was left behind. 

| knew that | would never see my father again. Had 
not the blank despair in Daddy's faded blue eyes told 
me, even my untutored knowledge of the world would 
have been sufficient to make me realize that. after ten 
years, the law does not pursue a man to the ends of the 
earth and then give him his freedom again. 

| never knew why my father was a fugitive from the 
law. He never told me. In fact he never admitted that 
he was, but I knew. There was always a nervousness 


A T THAT precise instant I was sure that | had 


“I don’t think I need protection,’’ 1 said. ‘‘] can take 


about him that was condemning. He was always watch- 
ing for someone to come up the trail, someone of whom 
he was apprehensive. We lived under a constant strain. 
and I knew that somewhere in that outside world of 
which | knew so little he had done something for which 
he was wanted. 

Since coming to this forgotten corner of the desert, to 
this half-lost canon, life had been hard. Yes, often 
bitterly hard, but with Daddy it had always been sure 
and protected. It had even been peculiarily satisfying, 
despite the loneliness. There was some wild, free strain 
in me that had found a kindredness with the wildness 
of the desert. 


ND now the future stretched away an illimitable 
wall, beyond which was a black abyss of which ] 

had no knowledge, only a deep terror. 
Of book knowledge | was not entirely ignorant, for 
Daddy had a remarkable education and he had tried his 
best. under a burden of great difficulties, to teach the child 


Land 


he had brought into the desert. “But it was a peculiar, 
warped, unsatisfactory knowledge I had acquired. There 
was nothingof self-assertion,of guidance, of reliance, in it. 

Of the world of people, of life, I knew nothing. 

In the ten years since coming to the little ‘dobe dwell- 
ing in the canon my only contact had been with a few 
Navajos, and with men like Shorb, desert wayfarers 
whose occupations were vague and whose intentions 
were always to be mistrusted. 

True, there had been Charlie Forester. Certainly he 
was different—a college man from the world outside. 
But his visits had been so infrequent and he had always 
treated me so like a child that I had been, in a way, in 
awe of him. 

As long as Daddy had been there I had been safe, 
protected, for whatever other qualities he may have pos- 
sessed he had always been kindness itself toward his 
motherless girl. On all occasions, where | was concerned, 
he was mild, too mild; but of me he was also fiercely 
protective. Dave Shorb had once presumed too much. 
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Like all spiders, the Black 
Widow has poisonous glands in 
its jaws. A single bite is not 
fatal; a dozen might be. 

Under the circumstances .as 
brought out in the story, it is 
easy to believe that the results 
would be fully as serious as the 
writer indicates. 


But now, suddenly shorn of every defense, of 
everv refuge, I had a problem. To stay was im- 
possible. Temporarily, I knew that I could exist; 
but sooner or later would come the problem of 
actually sustaining life. To go seemed quite as im- 
possible. There was no place to go. The world of 
cities was a vague impression. I scarce knew which 
direction to take to reach it. 

And there was Shorb. . Shorb, without Daddy 
between us. 

Suddenly I wished passionately for Charlie 
Forester. I knew that there was no need to doubt 
him. He was not that kind. Yet I knew my wish 
was hopeless. He had promised to ride that way, 
but not for another month. 

With a sudden cry I buried my face in my arms 
on the table and broke into a torrent of sobs, for, 
from outside, my ears had caught the intonation of 
a somber, yet melodious, chant. 

It was old Tombega, the Navajo. Without look- 
ing I knew that he was standing atop the great pulpit- 
like rock in the canon, upturned face to the sun. 
And the chant, weird in its resonance, in its rise and 
fall, ghostly even in day, was the death chant. 

Old Tombega, friend and counsellor of my father, 
sage and wise as the hills themselves, knew that 
Daddy had passed from the desert forever, and he 
was bidding his brother eternal farewell. He knew. 
This last, this definite acceptance of fate, seemed to 
break my spirit entirely. 


OW long I sobbed I do not know. My grief, 

through sheer physical exhaustion, wore itself 
out after a while. I was half conscious that Tombega 
had ceased his chant, but of the passage of time | 
knew nothing. 

When old Tombega entered the room I did not see 
him, nor did | hear him, but I knew that he was there. 
Some sixth sense, born of long contact with the desert, 
informed me of his presence. 

The old man stood silently watching me for several 
moments. Then his restive black eyes caught the move- 
ment of some object across my bowed shoulders. With 
a bound, surprisingly quick and agile for one of his years, 
he leaped forward. Deftly but swiftly as the passage of 
light his hand brushed the moving thing to the floor. 

I looked up and then down at the object he had 
brushed to the floor. It was a spider with a body the 
size of a big pea, black and glossy as velvet. On the 
under side, had one looked, would have been found little 
red spots shaped like an hour-glass. 

I viewed the insect, unmoved, yet it was one of the 
deadliest of the desert’s queer denizens—the Black 
Widow. I seemed utterly insensible to danger of any 
kind just then. ‘ 

A single bite from this tiny devil is not necessarily 
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fatal, if medical attention be prompt, nor are two, but a 
half dozen would be almost certain to produce death. 
The bite leaves no mark, but brings agonizing pain. The 
Black Widow’s single redeeming feature is that it seldom 
bites unless provoked to anger. 

“Ugh-h-h. Dam’. No good,” muttered Tombega as 
the insect scuttled out of sight. 

“Father Tombega,”’ I said wearily, “maybe it would 
have been better if it had bitten me.” 

Stolid, unbelievably old, the Indian waited what 
seemed minutes before he spoke. It was the way of his 
kind. . Then his voice was measured and slow, and in 
the tongue of his people. This I understood perfectly. 
Ten years in the desert at an impressionable age had 
made me as familiar with the speech of the Navajos as 
with my own. 


O, DAUGHTER,” he stated with finality, “to live 
4 is well. The Great Spirit teaches that we must 
live and be happy. To take the life of another may 
sometimes be right, but to give thy own needlessly is to 
deny the Great Father. 

“Do not fear, oh, my daughter!’ Into my care thy 
father has given thee. Tombega has given his word to 
his brother that he will care for thee; that he will watch 
= that he will protect thee. Tombega keeps his 
word. 

“Now all seems dark. But have courage, oh, my 
daughter, for tomorrow the sun will rise as bright and 
the birds will sing again. Tombega has given his word.” 

I was strangely affected by the old man’s declaration. 
The friendship of this patriarch of the desert was 
peculiarly dear to me just then. The old Indian was so 
fine, so sincere. And yet his promises brought no re- 
assurance. 

What, I reflected, could he do? Bent, aged with un- 
numbered years, wizened with a million wrinkles, he 
seemed a pitiful bulwark against the world. Against 
Dave Shorb, for instance. Shorb could break him with 
one hand. 

But at least I could do no more than thank my old 
friend. 

“| thank thee, Father Tombega,” I said. “You were 
my father’s friend and you are mine. But what if the 
Black Bearded One should come?” 

“Have no fear. Tombega has spoken. Tombega 
keeps his word.” * 

There was some staunchness, some quality of sureness, 
in the old man’s words that could scarce be denied. I was 
half convinced. Yet I dreaded the thought of the coming 
of Shorb—and I knew that he would come. 


S THOUGH the thought were parent to the coming, 
even then I heard the crunch of hoofs in the sand 
outside. 

A moment later heavy boots rumbled on the steps. 
The doorway was filled with a huge, black-bearded man. 
A swaggering type of man, conscious of his own 
physical power. This was Dave Shorb. 

“Well, gal, I see they got the ol’ man,” he said in a 
tone that might have inferred he was glad instead of 
sorry. “Met ‘em down the trail a piece. Always did 
think the ol’ man was hidin’ from somethin’. Reckon 
I'll have to look after you now. Guess that'll suit me 
purty well, though.” 

Something inside me seemed to be turning to ice. 

Just then Shorb’s eyes fell on Tombega. The old 
Indian was squatted against the wall. He was as still 
and inscrutable as a Buddha. 

“What the hell you doin’ here?” Shorb bellowed at 
the Indian. “Git out. Think I want a dam’ dirty Injun 
aroun’ when I'm callin’ on my gal?” 


The old Navajo neither moved nor spoke. He seemed 
entirely oblivious to Shorb’s presence. 

“Don’t you hear me, you ol’ rat?” shouted Shorb. 

“No go,” stolidly annouhced the Navajo. 

“Won't, eh?” In a single stride Shorb reached the 
Indian. With one hand he swung him upright, pro- 
pelled him swiftly to the door, released his hold, and 
then with a tremendous swing of his boot deliberately 
kicked the old man sprawling on his face outside. 

My blood boiled. “Dave Shorb, you brute!” I cried. 

Tombega painfully scrambled to his feet. His face 
was as expressionless as ever but a fierce anger smol- 
dered in his black eyes. 

“Why, what's the matter, gal?’’ asked Shorb. “He 
ain't nothin’ but a dam’ Injun. He ain’t got no business 
here.” 

“Well, he has got business here!” I flamed up. “Tom- 

is my friend. I'll not have you abusing him.” 

“Why, gal, you don’t want no truck with Injuns,” 
answered Shorb, so kindly. I'm aimin’ to protect you 
from such as him.” 

I had it on my lips to say that I probably needed far 
more protection from Tombega than I did from him, but 
I curbed my tongue. I knew that it was no time to 
antagonize. 

“TI don’t think I need protection,” I said quietly. “I’m 
quite capable of taking care of myself.” 

“Shoo, now, gal,” Dave Shorb went on complacently, 
“you can’t stay here alone, now that yer daddy's gone. 
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‘T'wouldn't be right an’ ’t’ain’t safe. They ain’t no 
place fer you to go, neither. Reckon you jus’ gotta have 
somebody take care o’ you. Dave's the man. You an’ 
me will jest amble over to Arroyo City an’ git hitched 
an’ that'll settle the whole thing.” 

“Married! Dave!” I cried out. Terror again struck 
at me. 

“Sure. Why not?” he said. “Ain't no place fer you 
to go an’ I reckon Dave Shorb’ll make you a right good 
husband.” 

“Why, Dave Shorb, you’re old enough to be my 
father,” I exclaimed. . The thing appalled me. 

“Shoo, now, gal, I ain’t so old,” said Shorb, “I am 
a little older than you be, but you don’t want none 0° 
a young bucks. They couldn't take care o’ you like 
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UT Dave, I’m only a little past seventeen,” I pro- 
tested. “I’m not old enough to get married. Be- 
sides I don’t want to marry anybody.” 

“You don’t know what you want,-gal.” Shorb’s burly 
voice had grown half impatient now. “I know "bout 
things an’ | tell you it’s the best way. ag 

“Why—-but—why, Dave, I don’t love you.” It was the 
only argument I could think of. 

“Love!” laughed Shorb. “Why, gal, that'll come, 
that'll come—afterwards. Sure. Just take Dave’s word 
fer it. Why, gal, I'll take you to the city an’ buy you all 
the pretties in sight—things you ain’t ever even seen 


Why, gal, you’re powerful pretty. Reckon after Dave 
gits you fixed up you'll be "bout the swellest lookin’ gal 
in the country.” 

When Shorb was not there I disliked him intensely ; 
hated him, I think. There was something about the man 
that was actually repulsive. 

Yet when he was present, unconsciously and in spite of 
myself, I found something in him that appealed to one 
of the many sides of my complex nature. 

Possibly it was the man’s very size, his power. 
Physically, he was magnificent. I suppose that quality 
has ever appealed to the feminine. 

Possibly it was Shorb’s dominance, his very sureness, 
that in some way overshadowed my will power. In- 
stinctively I knew that in a match of wills he would come 
out the victor; that he could actually browbeat me into 
doing something that in a saner and less erceente 
moment I would not want to do. 

And, too, the man’s rude but lavish compliments were 
scarce unwelcome. My life had known all too few such 
things. There had never been anyone to tell me I was 
pretty—except Daddy and Charlie Forester, and the 
both treated me as a child. The mere fact that Shur 
wanted me had its weight. 

Untutored, secluded from the world, I had never had 
a real suitor. The ordinary companionships of childhood 
had been denied me. Charlie Forester had been my only 
contact with youth and he had always seemed so superior, 
had always teased me so. even made harmless fun of me, 
~™ that I had never thought of 
him as a lover. True, I wor- 
' shipped him, but I never 
would have believed that he 
ever gave me a second look. 


O NOW, just budding in- 

to womanhood, when con- 
s fronted by my first proposal, 
fs almost demand of marriage, 
1 was decidedly lost. I 
did not know what I wanted 
to do; did not want to do 
anything, in fact, yet felt 
compelled to give in against 
my will. 

I still had fight, resistance, 
in me, however. I was not 
yet ready to surrender. Pos- 
sibly in some remote corner 
of my mind there existed, 
half-consciously, the belief in 
the coming of a Prince 
Charming, someone utterly 
unlike Dave Shorb. 

“No, no, Dave,” I finally 
answered. “I couldn't do it 
—not at all—not ever.” 

“Why, gal, there ain't 
nothin’ else to do. You 
gotta.” 

That -last statement was 
fatal—temporarily at least, 
for it made me mad, madder 
than I had ever been in my 
life, I think. 

“T haven’t got to do any- 
thing, Dave Shorb,” I flared 


up. 

“Now listen, gal,” insisted 
Shorb. “I got to go up the 
trail a little piece on busi- 
ness. I'll be back day after 
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tomorrow. You be ready an’ well go right over to 
Arroyo City an’ git married.” 

“I won't,” I said bluntly. 

“Now, don’t be gittin’ stubborn first off. You be 
ready.” Without waiting for further argument Shorb 
went out, mounted his horse, and rode away up the 
trail. 

That night I fell asleep through—well, there was 
nothing else to do. A brain, worried by grief and fear, 
had been taxed beyond the limit, and I slept, dreamiess, 
like one under the influence of a strong drug. 


HE sun was mounting high when I awoke. My first 
conscious thought was of Charlie Forester. In some 
unaccountable way he had suddenly assumed the character 
of a haven, of a refuge from every worldly care. Just 
why, I could not have told. I hardly thought of him 
in the light of a lover. If there was any thought of 
love at all, it was unconscious. It was merely that in 
his youth, his careless courage, his fineness, he had 
become a stout rock on which I would gladly have rested 
my troubles. 
If he would only come! And yet I knew, even as I 
wished, that he would not. 
The date was at least three 


not come. Shorb did not come. As evening drew near 
and Dave Shorb had not made his appearance my spirits 
began to mount. He might not come at all! And then, 
like a dash of icy water to my returning hopes, I heard 
the sound of hoofbeats on the trail. 

Something impelled me to meet Shorb outside. As | 
came out the door, he was just swinging from the saddle. 
Something about the man was at once menacing. 

“Wal, wal, there's my li'l’ bride,” he greeted loudly as 
he came toward me. There was a slight lurch to his 
walk. 

I knew the symptoms. I had seen men under the 
influence of liquor before. As Shorb came toward me, 
the feelings I had experienced were as nothing compared 
to the fear that seethed through me now. 

“Ain’t she pritty!”” mouthed Shorb. “Pritty as a 
picture. Some gal! You an’ me’ll have some time!” 

So far, I had been in sort of a trance, too frightened 
to'do anything. Now, I suddenly came to myself. 

“Dave Shorb, you’re drunk!” I flamed out. 

“Now, now, gal,” leered Shorb, “ol’ Dave ’sh’not 
drunk. Jus’ had li'l’ drink. Beshides, can’t feller have 
lil’ drink when’sh goin’ to git married?’ And the 
craftily, “Haf’ stay here to- 
night. Can't make Arroyo 


weeks distant on which he had 
said he would arrive. And 
Dave Shorb was coming on 
the morrow. man,” 

With the coming of morn- 
ing I had thought that some 
plan would present itself, but é 
now I seemed more confused, prece. 


“Well, gal, I see they got the o! 
Dave said in a tone that mighi 
have inferred he was glad instead of 
sorry. “Met ‘em down the trail a 
Reckon I'll have to look after 


City t’day.”” 

Some tone in Shorb’s voice, 
possibly some carnal gleam in 
his glassy eyes, warned me. 
Suddenly I saw that it was all 
a trick; that Dave Shorb 
wasn't so anxious to marry me 
as I thought. 


more uncertain than ever. | you now.” Shorb reached for me. 
had thought of fleeing, of run- wa” all “Ain't cha goin’ give Dave li'l’ 
ning out into the desert, but on Something inside me seemed to be kiss?” he asked, grinning. 


sober consideration I knew I turning to te. 


could not do that. Ten years 
in the desert had taught me to 
fear it. Sun and heat and 
thirst do terrible things to one, 
and I had often heard Daddy 
say that these bubbling springs 
were the only water for thirty 
miles in any direction. 

Thirty miles on foot without 


scrutable Buddha. 


Dave's eves fell on Tombega, 
squatted against the wall like an in- 


“What're vou doin’ here?” he bel- 
lowed at the Indian. 


“No go,” announced the Navajo. 


I avoided his grasp and 
cried out, “I won't! I won't! 
Dave Shorb, don’t you dare 
touch me.” 

In an instant 1 was inside 
the cabin and had crashed the 
door to ands had locked it. | 
leaned against it, suddenly 
weak with fear again. 

Shorb was caught unaware. 


“Git out!” 


water is possible but not prob- 
able—at least not in the desert 
country. Without a destination 
it at once became hopeless. I knew that beyond the 
little canon the trail faded and dwindled into nothingness. 
Daddy had seen well to that. 

If there was only someone to show me the way. | 
became at once impatient for the coming of old Tombega. 
Fossibly he knew. Surely he must. 

Strangely enough the old Indian did not appear. He 
had promised safety, protection, yet he seemed to have 
erased himself completely from the scene. 


WAITED eagerly throughout the day. As evening 
drew on and there was on sign of the old Navajo, a 
peculiar state of apathy, of insensibility, fell over me. 
I scarce cared what happened. My fire, my scant deter- 
mination, crumbled as the day dwindled. Finally I knew 
that when Dave Shorb returned I would go with him. 
That night I slept but little. Yet there was no turmoil 
of emotions, no dread, to keep me wakeful. I lay wide 
awake, yet almost in a state of coma 
With the coming of morning, however, all my fore- 
bodings, my fear, returned. Shorb again assumed his 
actuality in my mind; I was horribly afraid. 
The day wore on. Nothing happened. Tombega did 


He had expected no such pre- 
cipitate action. For a moment 
or two he stared at the closed 
door before the significance of my act soaked through 
his liquor-fogged brain. 

“Now. now, gal,” he called, 
hurtcha.”” 

“Go away.” | said, weakly. 


“ol’ Dave ain't goin’ 


P’N door, gal.” Shorb’s voice had a muffled threat. 
“T won't.” I was desperate now and looked 
about for some weapon of defense. 

Shorb shook the door with all his great strength, but 
it had been strongly built ; it held. 

“Dammit, gal, op’n door. I wancha.”’ This time his 
voice was hoarse and openly threatening. I was too 
terror-stricken even to answer. 

“Gal, op’n door er I’ll knock dam’ shing down.” 

I fully expected him to carry out his threat. I merely 
crouched down and waited, a huge butcher knife 
clutched in my hand. 

For the next five minutes Shorb alternately pleaded, 
cajoled, and threatened. He promised me all the feminine 
finery in Arroyo City if I would only open the door, and 
then he promised me all the dire fates in the compass of 
his imagination if I did not open it [7urn to page 130} 
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DISLIKED him the first time I saw him. His cot 

was diagonally opposite mine in the officers’ ward 

of the big military hospital in Nairobi. The year 
was 1916. “There,” I thought, “is one prize nyoka if 
there ever was one.”” And I wished him and his breed 
to perdition. All because he had ventured to remon- 
strate with me and the three who were grouped around 
my cot sipping whiskey sodas and swapping yarns while 
keeping a watchful eye on the door at the far end of the 
long corrugated iron ward for the appearance of the 
night “sister” or the orderly. 

His complaint was perfectly justified. We had no 
right to be sitting up after “lights out’’; we had no right 
to be making the disturbance we were: and we had 
absolutely no right whatsoever to be drinking. But war 
had taught’ us to disregard rights, to go ahead and 
explain after, and we were snatching, after the fashion 
of men who for some time have not known what minute 
might be their last, whatever fun we could while we 
could. 

“Bloody swine,” I ejaculated under my breath. I had 


been in other hospitals when peace and quiet and rest 
was all I asked or desired and others were making a 
noise such as we were. But I had never protested. That 
was “playing the game.”’ Yet this blighter had dared to 
call out to us, “Kilele,” as though we were a bunch of 
natives! However, we did lower our voices to a whisper, 
only occasionally a laugh could not be suppressed and 
the man across the aisle would groan. 


E WAS really very sick. Repeated “goes” of fever 

with no attention weaken and undermine any con- 
stitution, as | myself knew. And one’s liver, under the 
African sun, develops a hideous temper and lack of 
feeling for the feelings of others. So he was to be ex- 
cused and we were to be condemned. Only none of us 
looked on it in that light at the time. 

His chart, which hung at the end of his bed, showed 
he was Lieutenant William R. Standish, and that his 
rank was purely an honorary one, for he was a 
“Political,” which means that in peace times he was a 
District or an Assistant District Commissioner. There- 
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fore, I who had seen action against the German African 
troops as an officer in the Baganda Rifles, and those 
around my cot who had served in the same campaigns 
either in the East African Mounted Rifles or my own 
regiment were properly contemptuous of him as all 
fighting men, whether they wished it or not, were slightly 
disdainful of all “civvies.”” They agreed with me in my 
characterization of the man whom | afterwards knew as 
Bill. 


ILL had preceded me to the hospital by one day. 

The night that the fellows were around my cot was 
my first in that hospital whither I had been sent via 
several evacuation hospitals from the field. I was really 
convalescent. I expected my discharge soon, and | 
expected to be relieved of the Baganda Rifles, which were 
heing disbanded due to Smut’s erroneous impression that 
the war in East Africa was over. That possibly had 
given me a “grouse.” I saw no chance of getting to 
France or even “Mespot.” And I hated to be suddenly 
thrust out of things . . . But this is all preliminary. 

After I had been in a hospital a few days, during which 
| made no effort to become acquainted with Bill, | was 
transferred to a convalescent home near Naivasha in the 
hills. Before I left there as cured the Baganda Rifles 
were no more, and I was at a loose end. 

Well, I did what most men would have done. I went 
down to Nairobi “on the bend” and wined and dined and 
enjoyed myself in the way a fellow does when he sud- 
denly finds himself a free man again—army discipline can 
be very strict—and out of the danger zone. But after a 
month of this | sickened of it all. War was on. Even 
only a few hundred miles away men were killing and 
being killed. It wasn’t a sense of duty which made me 
chafe at my position. It was the eternal madness of 
youth. And I was young; twenty-eight, to be exact. 

[ began pulling wires. England I learned had wakened 
up to the fact that the war in Africa was very far from 
being over. The King’s African Rifles were recruiting. 
Officers were needed. It was my chance. I applied for 
and was granted a commission. I had hoped to get a 
captaincy, but was glad enough to go in as a First Lieut. 
| was sent to Bombo. It was with a certain pride | 
donned my old uniform, adding another star, and chang- 
ing the insignia on my shoulder straps to K. A. R. 


HE evening of my arrival I entered the ante-room 

of the Mess shortly before dinner, that fine com- 
fortable room rich in trophies and gifts from former 
officers, for an appetizer from the decanters which 
always at that hour stand on a table in the centre of the 
room. | was early, but there was one ahead of me, a fine 
figure of a man, resplendent in new khaki and shining 
buttons. He turned as | entered and grinned. He was 
Bill. He held out his hand. “I think we've seen each 
other before,” he said as I returned his clasp and he 
told me that he had arrived a day ahead of me. “I hope 
to be commissioned in a couple of weeks,” he said 
naively; “they're turning ‘em out pretty fast from here. 
It can’t come too soon for me. I've been chafing at being 
a ‘political’ for a long time.” 

He offered me a drink, which I accepted. We sank 
into the long Bombay chairs by the wall. “I’m afraid,” 
he said as he lit a cigarette, “I was a bit ratty that first 
night that you were in the hospital. But I was feeling 
rotten. 

A decent apology. I met it with as fair a one as | 
could. “Don't mention it,” I said. “As a matter of 
fact, you were perfectly justified.”’ 

We chatted until we were joined by others and con- 
versation became gener2!. Then we all went out to the 
mess on the veranda. We dined there at nights because 


I'll never forget. 
There was something inherently 
fine about him. I liked his modesty—he was diffident as 
became a new man in the mess—and his quiet bearing. 
sill and I saw a good deal of each other during the 


of the heat. Bill and I| sat together. 
I liked the chap. 


next three weeks. We became firm friends. One night 
over a whiskey soda he grinned reminiscently and | 
asked him what was amusing him. “I'll tell you riow,” 
he said. “Do you remember that first night I saw you? 
Well, that night I decided you were a priceless swine.” 

I interrupted him with a laugh and told him of my 
own thoughts on that occasion. 

“But I was mistaken,” added Bill. 

“Same here.”’ 

Impelled by some reason which we could not have 
analyzed—your British officer is not demonstrative or 
theatrical—we shook hands. As our hands met, I knew 
instinctively I had made a friend and found a pal. And 


I know Bill felt the same way. 


E WERE both transferred a few days later to a 
new battalion which was being formed in Entebbe. 
We were placed in B company in charge respectively of 
numbers 6 and 7 platoons. We were quartered together 
in an empty house. Later, on the Mbagathi Plains out- 
side Nairobi, we shared the same grass hut. We did not 


realize that we were destined to share much more together 
before the final curtain should be rung down. 

Finally we were sent down into the “field.” 
drilling and nights of relaxation were over. 


Days of 
Ahead was 
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privation, semi-starvation, death 
possibly, disease and danger, and 
the nerve-racking, soul-searing, 
heart-breaking monotony of semi- 
guerilla warfare in a country 
that boasted little water, but 
much dust and sun and sickness, 
and the loneliness of the wilds. 


hate to inflict 


T SEEMED we were always 
on the march. Daybreak 
would find us up and pushing on 


“Mind if I talk about her? I 


- “Go ahead,” I said. 

You've seen the light in a dog's 
eves sometimes when he sits at 
the feet of his old master. Adora- 
tion, devotion, love . . 


cracked and your throat parched 
to painfulness, and know that you 
dare not take a sip of warm water 
- from the water bottle at your side 
for fear that it could not be re- 
plenished at the next water-hole ? 
That's a time when nerves crack 
and friendships are broken, and 
the self predominant in everv. 
man comes to the fore. But it was 
not that way with Bill and me. If 
anything, such hardships fer- 


and on after an enemy that at 
times we believed to be a 
phantom. We would hear of him being in a certain 
place and would make tracks for that place, only to arrive 
and find he had left or had never been there. Sometimes 
we would almost step on his heels. But he was wary 
and as versed, if not more so, in the country as we. And 
he invariably reached the water-holes first. Which means 
that when we arrived sometimes there was no water at 
all . . . The saddest tragedy of it all. For water was 
precious and the springs which supplied the holes flowed 
weakly and slowly, and before they filled we had to be 
on our way. 

Have you ever marched thirty miles under a sun that 
registered over a hundred in the shade, with your lips 


She has seem- 
ed so unat- 
tainable. 


mented the bond which had 
grown up between us. Once 
when fever attacked me on the march—I had to keep 
going, though my temperature was 104—Bill thrust his 
water hottle to my caked lips. 

“Drink this, all of it,” he said. “I have another bottle. 
My orderly is carrying it.” 


DRAINED it to the dregs. Oh, the blessed taste of 

the warm brackish liquid! I thanked Bill. He only 
laughed. But at the next water-hole he was unable to 
refill the bottle he had given me. There was no water. 
Bill did not have a drink for twenty-four hours. He had 
no second bottle! When he had told me that he had lied! 
That is the kind of man that Bill was. 

Nights under the stars, when matches were permitted 
to be struck, Bill and I would sit smoking and chatting 
of what we'd do—eternal topic—when the war was over 

. “if it ever is.” One night Bill unburdened his soul. 
He was a reticent chap and said little, as a rule. But this 
night his tongue was loosed. It was as if he had studied 
me for a long time and had decided I was truly worthy 
of his confidence. And then I learned why he had had 
his moments of depression and the keen depths of his 
disappointment when mails arrived and letters he looked 
for were missing. He was married! 

Somehow I had never thought of the possibility of 
Bill being married. A bachelor myself, I had considered 
him one, too. And he had said nothing to give me a 
different impression. He was unlike other married sol- 
diers I had known. They usually talked of their wives 
on the second meeting and were ready to show photo- 
graphs. But Bill had never mentioned the existence of 
any woman in his life. When he told me, I must have 
been ludicrous in my surprise, for he laughed. “Think 
it funny that any woman should marry a blighter like 
me ?”’ he asked. 

I shook my head. “Any woman would be damn lucky 
to have you,”’ I retorted with an intensity of feeling that 
brought a slight blush to the tanned cheek visible beside — 
me under the bright light of the stars. 

“Thanks for the compliment. But it hardly fits. As 
a matter of fact, I'm the lucky one. Gladys is an angel.” 
He puffed silently on his pipe for a few seconds as though 
trying to arrive at a decision. “Mind if I talk about 
her?” he asked at length. “I've been dying to talk to 
someone about her for months. But I rather hate to 
inflict 

“Go ahead.” 


E COUGHED, smoothed the tobacco in his pipe 
with a calloused thumb, and began. You've seen 
the light in a dog’s eyes sometimes when he sits at the 
feet of a beloved master gazing up at him. You know 
what’s in it. Adoration, devotion, love that only asks to 
serve. That is the kind of light that shone from Bill’s 
eyes as he talked rapturously of the girl who had married 
him on his last leave in England, which had been in 1914, 
before the war. 
For one hour he talked; his [Turn to page 106) 


| 
4 
| | 
< e 
( ~ > 
Say 
4 
35 


You Wish Keep 


*, 
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HIS is quite an interesting subject, girls, but before we 
begin with it | want to say a few words about certain 
fundamental principles—so that you may realize that while 
- | am entirely in sympathy with the modern spirit, these funda- 
mentals can never be depreciated in my estimation. All I want 
to do is to help you to get the best out of things, and not the 
worst. Now listen carefully. 


The fundamentals which count in human character never alter 
from age to age, no matter how fashion or custom changes the 
exterior expression. These are truth, and self-respect, and cour- 
age, and balance. And if the wildest, most censured flapper 
possesses them, no fear for’her future need be entértained. And 
if you examine them you will find that if they held, you could 
not trip up on any side. For if you have truth, you do not lie to 
yourself about what you are doing; if you have self-respect, you 
do not do things which will cause others not to respect you; if 
you have courage, you are brave enough to stand even against a 
tide of your friends’ persuasions; and if you have balance, you 
do not lose your head, and so can weigh what is worth while, and 
thus. avoid laying up limitations for yourselves. 


These principles are the structure of the house, so to speak, 
which make it a fine or mean abdde. Then every sort of furni- 
ture can be put into it, changing with the fashion of the day. 


If what grandmamma considers shockingly improper does not 
injure one of these fundamentals, then pay no attention to her 
view. If it does, spare the time to analyze why, and then use 
your own common sense about it. 


AKE clothes, for instance. Quantities of mental grand- 

mothers are horribly shocked at the modern scantiness of 
raiment, and deplore that so many useless under-garments have 
been dispensed with. But they cannot but admit that health is 
better now, beauty far greater, and general freedom of action 
advanced. None of the fundamentals have been injured by 
modern dress. 
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the Man You 


What does injure fundamentals is alcohol, 


rn because it hurts the health and unbalances the 

ile mind. 

la- Too much of petting parties and pawing and 

nt mauling and going as far as you can in arousing / 
he the sex instinct is harmful too, because it % 


tarnishes self-respect ; it is also stupid, because 
the sensory nerves gradually become numb 


her, so that now there [Continued on page ;20| 


a with over-use, and are no longer capable of , 
i registering pleasure. 
er Cheap and vulgar behaviour, and chasing 
id men, are equally inadvisable, simply because 
ld they defeat their own ends. The silliest girl 
0 can grasp this—that if you want to get a ball 
u over the net at tennis, you do not deliberately 
if send it out of court. Numbers of modern girls 
a —to go on with the simile of tennis—admitted- 
u ly desirous of winning the game, literally aim as 
d though their intention were to lose it as quickly 
as possible. 
‘ Att the wonderful new currents of electricity, 
the radio, the rapid transport, the ease of 
living, have produced a much higher ratio of— 
t what shall we call it?—the restless urge to do 
r and to be, and this shows in the bubbling of 
sex, which is demonstrating itself in every 
grade of society. 
Added to this, the entire want of discipline 
; in the bringing up of the modern girl, and the 
j unrestrained development of her imagination, 
‘ has been on the side of the animal nature in 
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“But a Woman, 
Her Whims 
We Must Humor,” 
Says the Cap- 
tain. ** And Leave 
It to José 
to Keep Us Out of 

Trouble!” 


WAS the Captain's guest on the bridge, an honor 
{ of which I was duly aware, and from the elevated 

position I had my first glimpse of Guatemala as we 
rounded the low, jungle-fringed sandy-point and came 
upon Ocos. The place was a line of thatched huts—look- 
ing not unlike corn shocks—that the jungle seemed to be 
pushing out across the beach where the clawing fingers 
of the surf continually clutched at them. And there, 
just at one side, my astonished eyes beheld a steamer 
heached high and dry, broadside on to the sea, with a 
hundred yards of yellow sand shimmering between her 
and the hissing foam of the breakers that seemed beckon- 
ing her to return to them. 

She was a trim craft of, I judged, about ten thousand 
ton, and from her lines I guessed her to be a foreign 
tramp of the coast-wise trade. She was not the first wreck 
we had sighted along this treacherous shore, but she was 
the most spectacular, and how she could have ever got 
into such an unfathomable position was a mystery to 
my poor store of nautical knowledge. 

“Tt must have been some storm that drove her up 
there,” I ventured as the Captain joined me. 
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“Gracias, Senor Capitan,” she said. ‘’Tis 


“Yes,” he replied dropping into his chair,” but it was 
a storm of elemental passions, not elements of human 
nature; not merely nature. | came down on her on 
her last trip. 

“Please,"’ was all I said. So he told me all about it. 

WAS on shore leave in San Francisco when, the 

manager of the company sent for me. He told me 
the San Carlos had gone ashore at Punt Arenas, but 
they managed to get her off and put hack to Balboa, and 
he wanted me to go down and bring her up. It was 
between our sailing dates, and | could make time by 
taking a Swedish tramp that was clearing that night for 
the West Coast, so 1 hurried home to make ready, curs- 
ing my luck that I had to go down and limp back with 
another man’s mistake. 

“I was booked for passage on the Nordan, a boat 
I'd never heard of, and as I stepped aboard her in the 
late afternoon I was surprised and delighted to find her 
under the command of Yon Oler, the old skipper of the 
Kristina that had been in the Coast trade for years. 

“Yon was hilarious at seeing me, and as this was 
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better you land me at Ocos—much better.” 


his second trip with his new command he was as tickled to 
have another captain aboard as a kid with a new red 
wagon would be to give a neighbor youngster a ride in it. 
We started an enthusiastic inspection, and the last of 
the cargo was just coming aboard as we reached the 
forward hatch. 

“There were 2 lot of cases consigned to the Salvadorian 
government. Now our company 


business and if the Captain wanted to 
take a chance his own company must be 
behind him. 

“We cleared port at sunset with a 
small deck load of Mazatlan, and the 
five days down was simply a pleasure 
trip. I liked everything about the Cap- 
tain’s new ship except the crew, for he 
didn’t have a real white man aboard. 
Even his first officer was a black and 
tan Spaniard with just enough of the 
native cross to make me suspicious of 
his too oily politeness. As for the rest 
of the crew, they shaded from mahogany 
to hard boiled coffee, and were as fine 
a spawn of the devil as the West Coast 
had bred since Morgan sacked Panama. 
I would have sacked the whole lot and 
hired a crew of Chinamen, for they’re 
white for all their yellow hides. I told 
the Captain so, but he only laughed 
and said if you were a free line Captain 
you had to stand in with the natives. 

“We anchored at Mazatlan, put off 
our cargo and took on another pas- 
senger. It was Sefiorita Inez Romero, 
whose father was in politics in Guate- 
mala, and she was the acknowledged 
belle of the city. She deserved the 
acknowledgment, for she was one of 
the most beautiful women I ever saw. 


MUST say that several years in the 
Coast trade has convinced me that the 
Sefiorita of romance is largely the im- 
aginative creature of the Northern mind, 
but when you find one you could enter 
in a beauty show she is usually a prize 
winner, and the Sefiorita was in the 
blue ribbon class. She had traveled up 
and down with me many times, and 
whenever she did, the smoking-room was 
deserted. She and Captain Yon were 
not strangers, for a man can’t trade on 
the West Coast long and not hear of the 
Sefiorita, much less if he is a tall, hand- 
some Norse bachelor, and the Captain was 
a bit of a sentimentalist. 
“For the two years back Captain Yon had never 
been in a hurry to clear San José de Guatemala either 
up or down, and the Sefiorita always came into town 
when he was in port. She certainly led him a merry 
dance from all reports, and when she stepped aboard | 
saw by the glance that passed between them that they 
had passed the skirmish stage of flirtation and were 
nearing an engagement. I had heard not a little of the 
Coast gossip, so I saw trouble ahead in a most attractive 
form, for to my mind Jonah 
wore petticoats, and Miss For- 


handles all their legitimate busi- 
ness, and I knew that the annual 
boundary dispute was on _be- 
tween Salvador and Guatemala, 
so I had my suspicions of those 
cases. As I sized them up 
rather narrowly, Captain Yon 
grinned sweetly under his yel- 
low mustache and remarked, 
rather too carelessly, ‘A little 
machinery for the Salvadorian 
government, ya, and I knew 
what kind it was, all right. 
However, it was none of my 


night. 


“Do I make you jealous that 
El Capitan gives me so much 
of his time, sit” she asked one 


She cooed the question... 
she would have played me of . 
against Captain Yon! 


1 tune is a proper name with two 


capitals when a skipper has an 
amorita aboard his own vessel. 

“Well, we loafed out onto the 
tropic sea, and if there was ever 
a place for a sentimental Norse 
to get into trouble it is under 
the Southern Cross, and Cap- 
tain Yon certainly started to 
nail himself to it. About all 
he did was to lay the course and 
then desert the bridge for the 
deck, or he even had her up 
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there with him. Now, there is a limit to all things, and 
that was it, so, though it was none of my business, I 
mentioned it to him, merely as a brother seaman. He 
only laughed his good-natured, boyish laugh. 

“*Ah, Captain, in the passenger service you serve too 
long, and it spoil you,’ he said. ‘Why, the Sefiorita is 
a guest and to her is the freedom of the house.’ 

“*Not the wheelhouse,’ I contended, however. 


NOTHER thing I noticed was that the Sefiorita, for 
all the Captain’s attentions, found time for some con- 
fidential chats with Senor Jaurez. the first officer whom 
| suspected of being a Guatemalian, though you never 
can tell goods by the packages down here unless they're 
labeled, and then it is most likely a libel. He gave way 
to the Captain always, and was as polite as a dancing 
master, but often I caught him watching the two with 
his eyes glittering like a snake's. 
Besides, the Sefiorita used to have a word now and 
then with any of the crew who happened to be passing. 


“Yon! Get on deck,” I 
cried. His ears caught the 
roar, deeper and nearer. 


in a voice so soft that it only needed the strumming of a 
guitar to make it a song. Now, women of the upper 
class down here think as much of the hombres as they do 
of animals, unless they’re pets—the animals I mean. 
You've seen them watch a bull fight, haven’t you? No? 
Well, you have something to learn of the gentleness of 
Latin women, then. So all this made me smell a mouse, 
but I couldn't set a trap, for it wasn’t my ship, and as 
for coming right out with Captain Yon, well, it was his 
vessel, and the Senorita was his guest. 

“We were only going to make one port in Guatemala, 
and that was San José,but | noticed that we were standing 
in close to shore all the way down. The Coast is just like 
the natives; you can’t’ depend on it, as the bones of 
countless ships testify, and we always stand out even 
when we are making ports of call, so I couldn’t under- 
stand the Captain's economy of sea room. Finally | 
asked him why he was hugging the shore so close. He 
laughed rather sheepishly. 

“<The Sefiorita, she is a little timid and likes not the 

land to be out of sight.’ 
“*We got the usual blow off Tehaun- 
tepec,’ I reminded him, and I didn’t see 
her take to her cabin. And when 
she came up with me the last 
trip I made last year the seas 
carried away two boats, and 
I had a hard time keeping 
her off deck. She always 
struck me as a good 
sailor, and, knowing the 
Coast. she ought to 
realize that a wester 
would give--her some- 
thing to be nervous about 
if we didn’t have plenty 
of sea room.’ 

“The Captain wiggled 
uncomfortably. ‘But a 
woman, her whims we 
must humor,’ he an- 
swered. ‘I have with her 
father to stand in. Be- 
sides, José knows the 
Coast so well he will 
keep us out of trouble.’ 


OW a skipper who 

puts his vessel at 
the whim of a woman, 
or trusts his mate before 
he does himself, is in a 
bad way. As fore the 
Sefiorita’s father, and 


fee wanting to stand in with 
him, I thought that the 
best way to do that was 
to avoid such cargos as 
were stowed away in the 
forward hold. I knew 
Sefor Romero to be in 
politics, which is only 
another name for war, 
foreign or domestic, 
wholesale or retail down 
here, and the least hint 
of filibustering to him 
would fix Captain Yon 
with the Guatemalian 
government. 

“All this sounds as if 
I [Turn to page 123} 
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ETAKER'S STORY 


. By Robert Banks 


Ain't got nothin’ much to tell 
Since the folks all went away; 
Sorter quiet round the yard— 
Miss the children an’ their play. 


Hate to see the windows shut; 
House seems like it’s mourning, too. 
For the voices and the folks, 

And the kids a-runnin§ through. 


Seems like when the autumn comes 
And the world gets kinder sad, 
All I’ve aot ts memories 

Centered ‘round a little lad. 


Hear his voice down by the gate ; 
Hear his footsteps in the barn; 

When I'd catch him at his tricks, 
Hear him tell the darnedest yarn! 


Lawns and flowers look the same ; 
House is painted every spring; 
But, somehow, without the folks, 
Nothin’ seems to mean a thing. 


Now the winter's comin’ on— 
Seven years they've gone away— 
And its quiet, all alone, 

But there’s nothin’ much to say! 
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AM a “movie man™—one of those dangerous devils 
I who direct moving pictures. 

Much has been written, more has been said, about 
the pitfalls and dangers besetting the path of the sweet 
young things trying to break into the movies—'‘sweet 
young things” in this instance being an expression used 
to describe everything of the female species, not a 
“professional,” varying in age from one day to one 
hundred years. 

\ccording to common report the trials of \ellie, the 
Beautiful Cloak Model, were a Sunday School picnic 
compared to the hazards encountered by these sweet 
young things who would fain earn an honest penny 
while the camera-man turns the crank. Furthermore, 
according to common report, the most wicked of all the 
black-hearted villains forever plotting to rob these sweet 
young things of their virtue is the moving picture 
director. 

But | want to make it clear to begin with that it is not 
the ladies born and raised in the “profession’’ who are 
forever seeking to snatch my virtue from me. Tempta- 
tion has yet to be put in my way by any of those fair ones 
whose first light of day was a “baby spot” in the wings, 
or who was “carried on”’ at the tender age of two weeks, 
or whose earliest slumbers were in the top tray of a 
theatrical trunk. These wise females. young and old, 
know the game is to persuade the director they can “get 
away with the part.” They play it according to that 
rule and no other. 

let him who doubts, observe the earnestness with 


“How the Sweet Young 


Things Got the Crazy Idea 
That They Could ‘Work 
Us in Such a Way Is More 
Than I Can Understand,” 


Says a Famous Director. 


which these children of the stage and screen strive to 
“look the part.’’ even before they can fairly walk or 
talk. Whatever that part may be in which their ambitious 
mammas are endeavoring to land them, they do their best 
te look it every second they are within range of the 
director’s eyes. They waste no energy on vamping the 
man, but go after the part, tooth and toe nail. 

For this reason | have always had a sense of serene 
safety in the presence of “professionals.” They are 
altogether too busy looking the part to waste any time 
looking at me. But it is the sweet young things, those 
who have never before smelled grease paint, that make 
me nervous; that are forever trying to lead me astray. 


ND not even all of them attempt to place their tempt- 

ing selves in my way; only the misinformed. But 

as [ can never tell which are going to try to put it over on 

me and which are not, I am extremely wary of all 
novices. 

Yet this ever-impending deluge of attention more than 
tender from the sweet young things makes no appeal to 
my vanity. Luckily for me, I’m hard headed enough to 
know it’s my job and not my fatal gift of beauty nor my 
fascinating manner that causes the ladies to prostrate 
themselves at my feet. 

I know that this is so. for I am fat and forty. In fact, 
I'm considerably more than forty and considerably less 
than fat, this latter owing to the fact that a moving 
picture director is too eternally on the go to have an 


Opportunity to acquire that comfortable avoirdupois to 
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There was no mistak- 
ing her meaning. Iwas 
downright mad. 


; 


which one invariably looks forward in middle life. 

Just to go into the barest details as to my appearance : 
My eyes, for instance. if ] do say it myself, are not all 
that could be desired for the screen. My nose is too 
crooked and my mouth too small to suit the connoisseur. 
In addition to these obvious handicaps in a beauty contest, 
the chilling breezes have for some years past been in- 
creasingly perceptible on a certain spot some inches 
above my collar. And this in spite of my earnest efforts 
to stay the ravages of time on that part of my exterior 
by keeping ever before me in my medicine chest a bottle 
of the best guaranteed hair restorer on which I gaze 
confidently night and morning and which | promise 
myself each night and morning that I will use the next 
day. 

1 merely mention these facts to substantiate my state- 
ment that it is not my fatal gift 
of beauty that works the mischief. 


and manly figure Milton Sills should look to his laurels 
when I take my stand beneath the communal shower 
bath at the Club. 


HERE was, for instance, a shrinking maiden lady 

of uncertain years, whose heart seemed to jump up 
into her mouth with every word she spoke. Yet for all 
her timidity, in her desperate determination to get into 
the movies, she eluded my body-guard of assistants and 
managed ‘to catch me alone for a moment in the quietest 
cerner of the lot. Now that is, indeed, a perilous situa- 
tion for a moving picture director, to be caught alone 
in the quietest corner of the lot. 

Summoning all my courage, all my resources of strat- 
egy, | stood before the lady, praying for someone to 
come within hailing distance. Even Cecil DeMille, with 

whom I can always disagree on 
everything, even Cecil would at 


Rudolph Valentino has in me no 
rival as a Romeo of the screen. 

And such of my friends as 
are not hunting a job in pictures 
and can therefore afford to be 
honest with me. such friends as- 
sure me that my ways are not so 
noticeably winsome as to cause 
Douglas Fairbanks uneasiness 
lest my personality outshine his 
own. Nor do any of them sug- 
gest that in the matter of a fine 


melodrama 


“Don’t you dare move or 
make a sound!” 

No villain in the bloodiest 
ever breathed 
greater intensity in the words 
that I whispered in her ears. 


that dark moment have been as 
welcome in our quiet corner as 
the flowers in May. In my joy 
at seeing him I should doubtless 
have thrown my arms about his 
neck and planted a kiss of warm, 
filial affection on each of his 
cheeks. But Cecil did not come 
my way. I continued to. gaze 
despairingly about and to plot 
furiously with myself on some 
means of escape which would 
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still leave the timid lady's finer feelings intact. 

Whether it’s because | hail from south of the Mason 
and Dixon Line or because my mother drilled it into 
me. | do not know. But to my sorrow it remains an 
indisputable fact that it’s the hardest thing on earth for 
me to be harsh with anything in petticoats, even with 
that bete noire of mine, the sweet young things. 


UT this faded little woman was particularly pathetic. 
She made me think of a frightened mouse, even to 
the bright, darting, terrified eyes. Her hair hung in wisps 
about her pale, pinched face. I feared she was living on 
crackers and milk, one ration a day, as more of the job 
hunters than I like ‘to think about are doing. Her hat 
with its strange collection of floral specimens perched 
precariously about a small, hard knot of lustreless hair, 
more after the prevailing mode of 1900 than that of 1925. 
Her dress, apparently of the same vintage as the hat, 
was scrupulously clean and neat—she had not yet lived 
in poverty long enough to have become dulled to all 
sensations save the pangs of hunger. Her shoes—I did 
not like to look at those shoes, for I was sure the pave- 
ments must be very hot and hard against her feet. And 
all the time that pleading, frightened voice was talking on. 
Though I had not heard a word she said, I knew 
what it was all about as well as if I had listened. 
nd I could not steel my heart against that frail, wistful 
hit of womanhood, so clearly adrift in a world which to 
her was strange and unchartered. 

| felt in my pocket and was lucky enough to produce 
a five-dollar bill. Somewhat awkwardly I offered it to 
her. She was not the kind it was easy to help that way, 
but in her plainly desperate condi- 
tion [| thought she would take it. I 
had known other women, gentle- 
women who had madly left shelter- 
ing homes in their craze to get into 
the movies, driven to bay by inability 
to get work, an empty purse and 
hunger, to swallow their instinctive 
pride and take similar help when 
offered them. So I held out the 
five-dollar bill to her. 

Her voice was suddenly silent. 
Her darting eyes were fixed, round 
and still, on that greenback. She 
clasped her hands tightly behind her 
back, as if afraid they might betray 
her by reaching out for it. 

“You mean . . . you want to give 
me that!’ she gasped under her 
breath. All the blood in her anzemic 
little body seemed to flood her face, 
blotting out the garish splash of 
red she had daubed on each cheek, 
making pale even that smear of 
carmine across her lips, carmine of 
a hue nature never made. 


OU can easily pay it back later 

on,” | answered, hoping by 
that friction to make it less em- 
barrassing for her. 

She shook her head. There was 
piteous suffering in her eyes as she 
raised them. I had only a fleeting 
glimpse of them, for she lowered 
them instantly to hide the tears that 
brimmed and ran down over those 
spots which by that time again 
stood out harshly red against the 
dead white of her cheeks. She 


twisted her fingers nervously and between little gasping 
breaths murmured, “I’m terribly hard up... I need 
work . . . awfully . . . but I never took charity .. . 
not from anyone... couldnt..." She gulped 
and trusted her voice no further. 

I returned the offending bill to its pocket. Determined 
to try another tack, I fished out card and pencil. 

“Won't you let me have your name and address?” | 
asked. “Perhaps we can use you in a picture.” I was 
certain my ingenuity would invent some way of getting 
food into her inner void. - 

Her face lighted up instantly. There was a joyful 
tremor in her voice; no more sobs or gulps. Absorbed 
in planning how to get the price of those meals into her 
flat purse, I did not realize what I was saying when | 
asked her the routine question, what kind of parts she 
played. Automatically, I put it in picture vernacular, 
“What's your line of business?” 

Her pause brought me up with a jerk. “Never mind. 
It doesn’t matter,” I added hastily. That was true, for 
she would certainly have been no good in any kind of 


part. 


H, BUT I have a line of business,”” she responded 
pridefully. “With my brother it was. A little 
country store in Texas!” 

“Thanks,”’ | murmured and snapped my lips into a 
tight line that would betray no smile of amusement. 
“You'll hear from me later.” 

Then as I turned to go she called after me, “Just a 
minute . . . please!”” Again there was the old terror in 
her voice, the eyes darting about in that frightened mouse 


‘‘He’s suffering so dreadfully,”’ she cried. 
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fashion, her fingers twisting and untwisting. The two 
red spots were once more lost in a flood of nature’s own 


color. “I... of course... I understand... you 
know... I'm... I’m ready . . . if there’s any- 
thing . . .” 

There was no mistaking her meaning. I was down- 
right mad. 


That celibate from the country store in Texas, fiercely 
determined to get into pictures, whose sense of honor 
would not permit her to take five dollars from a friendly 
stranger, would offer any kind of personal sacrifice. 
Why? Because she had somehow got the notion into 
her head that that was her only chance in the movies! 

It was some minutes before I left that quiet corner 
of the lot. When I did, I took with me a country store- 
keeper who had an entirely.new set of ideas in her head 
as to the requirements for breaking into pictures and 
staying there. She was, moreover, a store-keeper whose 
pride had permitted her to accept a loan, this time a real 
loan that she would repay. For she was going back to 
Texas to tell the folks at home that, though she had had 
some wonderful offers, she had decided she didn’t care 
to be a movie queen. 

Hardly was she on the train, however, till that woman 
of the limousine besieged our gates. 

Not to be passed lightly. by was that car of hers, the 
most expensive make in a!l the world, handsomely sug- 
gestive in every detail of an overfed bank account. Nor 
was her more thzn good-looking chauffeur, whom I have 
since suspected of plotting with the lovely lady to accom- 
plish my downfall, to be passed lightly by. Both were 
ultra smart. 


The sweet young thing herself was some years younger 
than my Texas friend and many years wiser. The skill 
with which she supplemented nature’s efforts in the way 
of color left nothing to be desired as to complexion. Of 
clothes she had apparently no end, fresh from the hands 
of their French creators. She even had more than a 
fair share of charm and grace. But her face! That 
was the rub. ; 

Not that she was lacking in looks. She was even 
pretty, decidedly so at times with her animation and 
color. But she did not photograph well. In fact, she 
photographed abominably! She had come to me with 
unusual introductions and I had some test pictures made. 
And seldom have I seen anything to equal the unattrac- 
tiveness of those pictures of that attractive woman! 


FTER repeated trials, each with seemingly more dis- 
couraging result, I had to tell her the hard truth. She 

did not screen well. There was no getting around that 
fact and therefore there was no getting into pictures for 
her, for she was willing to do nothing but beauty parts. 
She heard my verdict with less protest than I had 
anticipated. My camera-man, devoted slave whom I had - 
raised in the business from infancy, was acting as my 
body-guard at the moment . . . as a matter of self pro- 
tection I make it a point never to have interviews alone 
with any of the sweet young things. After she had left 
the room he and I agreed that we did not like the glint 
in the lady’s eyes when she said good-by. 
“She’s a long ways yet from ready to quit,” remarked 
Mack. “I think she’s figuring on seeing you later.” 
“Not if I see her first, she won't!” I answered 
confidently, as we piled into my speedy 
roadster to do a little checking up on 
locations needed in our new picture.. 
We had gone up and down, on and 
off roads, during what was left of day- 
light and were still some distance from 
town. Mack was stepping on it as 
much as the grade would permit, for 
he had barely time to get back to the 
studio for an unbreakable appointment. 
The road was a mere shelf, scooped 
out on the steep side of a substantial 
foothill and, except for special passing 
points, wide enough for only one car. 
But it was the best way to town from 
the country we had been going over. 


W* HAD just made a very sharp 


curve when to our dismay we 
beheld in the purple twilight only a few 
yards ahead of us a familiar limousine. 
And by the familiar limousine, hunched 
disconsolately upon a rock, sat a 
chauffeur in familiar livery. And on 
the step of the familiar limousine sat 
a still more familiar figure, none other 
than that of the sweet young thing on 
whom I had but that same afternoon 
pronounced a motion picture death 
sentence. 

Mack was always quick at the brakes 
and stopped us short with a few inches 
to spare. 

“‘She’s seeing you again all right,” he 
remarked under his breath. 

“For heaven's sake, don’t leave me 
alone with her!” I muttered back, as 
we climbed warily out on the up side. 
Of course she had contrived to get her 
car stuck in the [Turn to page 102] 
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What Great 


Yet, I Could 


“Then I Kept 
W onder ing 


Terror Had 
Driven Him 
to the Desert. 
It Wasn't 
the Law, I 
Was Sure; 


Not Ask Him 
a Single 


Question. 


Tea is a tale of the wide spaces of the Gobi. It 


is also a tale of our own Vermont, though God 

knagws there is little in the gray, yellow, and red 
wastes of the Gobi to remind one of the Green Mountain 
State. 

Dick Randal came stumbling to my tent in the dark- 
ness. Somehow he was not knifed. Other men had 
sought me for revenge or anger or even for gain, and had 
died—quietly and suddenly—by the hands of Chan or 
Li. my servants. 

“What do you want?” I asked, my gun sliding toward 
him under the camp-table. 

“Bill Henderson 

“Yes!"’ 1 said. for Bill Henderson is my friend; if 
there was trouble, | would stand in his place. That was 
alwavs assumed. 

“I'm Dick Randal, and | have a sign for you!” 

] stared, stonily, at the white silk square he laid down. 


Two thoughts jumbled in my head: he 


The single red symbol meaz.t “A Friend in Trouble,” 
and the tiny blue creases were Li Y’wan’s mark. That 
was sufficient. 

“You wish to join me?” 

“Yes!” he answered, briefly. 

“Dangerous!” I warned, waving a hand west and 
south, but he shrugged, and I held out my hand. We 
shook. 


E GAVE me a hundred dollars, gold, “to pay his 

way” as he put it. The money was welcome, for 
I had tried to run guns into Siberia, and escaped with 
my life, but little else. 

I knew Li Y’wan, and | knew he would never give 
that sign to a man who could not be trusted. And. 
under the sweep of the last line of the symbol was a blue 
dot, the private sign Li Y’wan used to indicate “oneof us.” 
And because Li Y'wan had once saved my life, | said 
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was crazy, or it might really be her. 


Stayed Lost 


“Hell!” I answered, expressively, and waved towards 
the camp of Mahmund Ali. 


nothing, but stood ready to serve this man up to a certain 
limit. Before another day passed, this stranger and I 
were driving our ponies beside the plodding camels on 
our way across the Gobi. As for Bill Henderson, I 
would meet him, he had written me, or I would meet 
Mahmund Ali. If I met him, then the stranger could 
go with him; if I met Ali, and lived afterwards, he 
could go on thinking me Bill Henderson—if he wanted 
to. Names mean little to the men who stay lost. 

There were many fighting men with us. Ex-brigands, 
if youll excuse my words, and not so ex at that. But 
they would fight. 

Four days trip, and we met—Mahmund Ali. 

We hid behind a ridge of rock and sand. He had 
camped only a mile away from us, apparently unaware 
of danger. His caravan was smaller than ours—very 
much smaller. 

“Trouble?” asked Dick Randal. 


7 stared at it, and then at me, but without any 
real curiosity. He was like that. Listless, indifferent 
as to what happened. I found myself wondering what 
great terror had driven him into the Spaces; into this 
sickening desert. 

“Killed a friend of mine!” 

“How do you know?” 

“If my friend lived, he, and not Mahmund Ali, would 
be leading that caravan!” 

All_night we worked rapidly with our preparations. 
My heart was hot to revenge my friend. Dick Randal 
helped, listlessly. But he knew what was coming, and he 
wore his guns low, as they used to say in Texas. 

Just before dawn Chan slipped back to our camp and 
said, briefly : 
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“They move on!” I wondered what else he knew. 

“East?” 

“Northeast, master !” 

I hesitated, and then grunted. Northeast was directly 
away from me, and our camels were no match for those 
of Mahmund All. 

“Our time will come—presently!” I said. “He runs 
away, now!” 

“Master, yes! He has left four lame camels, six bales 
of goods, and five women behind to lighten his way!” 

“Five women?” 

“White-skinned women of the West, from Khiva and 
from Sir Daria, in Turkestan. They are yours, master, 
by the rights of war, for I have slain the camels, and 
they cannot flee.” 

Dick asked, curious, “What is it?” 


LI has lit out,” I snapped, “leaving six bales of 
goods and five women. 

“Women!” Dick stared blankly at me. “Good Lord!” 

As the sun rose, we rode over to where Mahmund Ali 
had been camping. Four dead camels lay on the ground, 
and five terrified women stared at us from behind a 
shelter made from the bales and a single canvas fly. 

I called to them, and one of them who seemed to be a 
linguist answered. We parleyed, and then they came 
out, submissively, and stood, veiled and silent, before us. 

Dick, stared at them, nervously, and then at me. 

“What will you do with them?” he asked, rather 
hesitantly. 

“Take ‘em to Khagsia and sell ’em!” 

“Sell them!” 

“Why not? Want them yourself?” 

His face grew ugly, but my own face was black 
with anger and disappointment at the flight of my 
enemy, who had out-tricked me. For a moment 
we stared at one another, and I became aware 
that it was getting very hot. Then Dick wheeled 
his pony and snapped, “Do as you please!” and 
rode back to the camp. 

My hand dropped to my gun, but_ I hesitated. 
and then swore. Damn the heat! It would addle 
my brains yet! 

We wasted a day out there on the desert, re- 
packing the goods and finding places for the 
women. The men were tired and sullen, and 
resented being worked in such heat. I saw black 
glances among them, and hands that 
stealthily touched knives, and I wondered a 
bit. Just such a scene must have been com- 
mon on the desert twenty centuries ago. 
Women slaves, caravans and brigands and 
lust, murder, and thievery—and the year 
1918. 

That night we started southwest, camels 

groaning and bubbling and snarling, ponies 
' snorting and stamping, men swearing, leather creaking 
and crackling, damp, cold, bitter-tasting wind in our 
nostrils from a ten-mile bog to our north. The stars 
were almost as white as moons, and the air had a curious 
blue-transparency, lit by the stars and made weird by 
the yellow sand and ghostly rocks. 


SHOUTED to Dick, and he waved his hand, and 
rode over, asking, “Why travel at night? I’d think 
you'd be afraid of losing your way?” 

I laughed and told him that in the day time the heat 
was unbearable, and mirage distorted the air with morbid 
fancies. “All your life is written in pictures by the 
mirage, but only you can see them. The man by your 
side will be seeing his own pictures ; his own—horrors !” 

“Horrors 


“Why bluff?” I asked, impatiently. “We are all run- 
ning, we white men in the Far Places. On my part— 
well, | shot a woman!” 

“Shot a woman!” 

“My wife, to be exact. Also her lover.” 

“Oh!” 

“And sometimes, in the mirage, I see her, standing by 
our cottage, waving—to him. Then I—I go crazy!” 

We rode in silence for the rest of the night. Just 
before dawn we pitched camp, using some Arabian tents. 
They are cooler than any other sort of tent I know of, but 
even so, the heat was hard to bear. 


ICK didn’t seem able to sleep. He tossed and mut- 

tered, and once I caught the word, “Mary.” Then 

he woke with a half-stifled sob, but I lay as if sleeping 

deeply, and he fell back on the couch. To every man 

his own life, and no questions. That was my creed. So 
—through the night. 

There came a sudden uproar from the direction of the 
women’s quarters, and I grabbed up my gun and sprang 
for the door. The heat met me like a club, dazzling and 
staggering me, but I fought through it to the scene of the 
trouble. One of the camels had got into the water bags, 


Gray eyes are unusual in that part of the 


and in a fit of rage, one of the coolies had cut its throat. 
Li and Chan were belaboring the poor devil, who was 
roaring and moaning, not at all the way Westerners 
expect a Chinaman to behave. 

I made a rapid examination, and found that our water 


‘was dangerously low, considering the five women we now 


had to care for. Moreover, we would now to have to 
leave at least fifty dollars worth of trade goods behind. 
The heat was beating down on my head, and I shouted for 
a hat. Chan jerked back the door of the women’s tent, and 
I ducked in and lay on the floor, panting from the heat. 

Waiting for the hat, I glanced up and met the 
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gray eyes of one of the women. Gray eyes are un- 
usual in that part of the East, and I admit that I stared 
a bit. 

A minute later my hat was handed to me, and I went 
out into the glare again and began to rearrange the goods. 
We'd have to travel by day, I thought, for to cross a 
desert from one point to another merely calls for a course 
along one general direction, and the compass is more im- 
portant than any landmarks. But to find a particular place 
in the desert when you have only a general idea of your 
location calls for landmarks and daylight. Themoon would 
not be of much help, as it rose at almost dawn just then. 

Besides, moonlight is not very reliable in the desert. 

The water was dangerously low, I found, even lower 
than I had thought at the first quick examination. We 
would have to start at once. Li assured me that there 
was a good well thirty miles away, around a corner of 
a bog. It was more of a quicksand than a bog, for the 
yellow sand had faded away and been replaced by 
grayish gravel. 


East, and I admit that I stared a bit. 


Dick drifted up, and I explained all this to him. He 
nodded, wearily, our little tiff forgotten, and took his 
share of the work. In two hours we were off again, our 
six ponies and ten camels plodding dispiritly in the 
blazing heat. 

Dick, by some queer freak of chance, had seen only 
faint mirages up to now. But now, under the glare of 
the August sun, the mirages began to grow. 

“Look!” he cried, “Vermont! Rolling green hills, 
silver colored brooks and rivers : 

“It looks like the Big Bend country to me!” I growled. 

I knew what was coming. Soon I would see Grace 


standing by the ranch-house in that green dress, waving 
to a man in khaki riding-clothes, and the old, red, raging 
madness would be on me. 

“Bilt! Bill!” 

I snarled at him, but then stopped. Dick’s face was 
transformed from that of a hunted, wearied man to that 
of a boy, fresh and sweet in rapturous first-love. 

Bill! Look! There’s the red farmhouse that she 
called the Witches’ Kitchen; there’s the road, the curve 
from the river; there’s the field we used to sit in, 
counting daisies 23 

My hand struck him on the back, a solid slap. 

“Mirage!"’ I snapped, my nerves strained from lack 
of sleep. On the desert they call most any kind of a 
fanciful vision a mirage. 

I kept my eyes sullenly between my pony’s ears, let- 
ting Li guide us, hating the heat, the stench of sweat, 
leather, and the indescribable something you smell on the 
Gobi. I rode in hate and fear and remorse, but my lips 
were locked. 


UT Dick was babbling. now. I wondered, with that 
deadly calm that settled over me sometimes, whether 

or not to shoot him. 
“We used to lie on the grass under an apple-tree, 
and the hees would hum and the boughs creak, and the 
water in the brook would ripple. Green grass, trees, a 
distant white building or two, blue sky with white powder 
puffs of clouds. And Mary! 
Mary, Mary !—Oh, God!” 
Then he threw up his arm, 
and shuddered. 
“T don’t want to see!’’ he 


cried. “I don’t want to 
see !”’ 

“Then don’t look, you 
fool!” I snapped and his 


eyes rested on my face for a 
moment, and then he rode as 
I did, eyes between the 
pony’s ears. 

We had to camp early in 
the evening. Sitting in the 
star-light before the door of 
the tent we shared, Dick and 
I smoked and thought, and | 
knew that he understood now 
the curse of the mirage to the 
man who can’t go back. 

But when he spoke, I 
started, for he said. 

“Bill, let the women go!” 

“Go where?” I asked, 
crossly, glad that he thought 
me Bill Henderson, for Bill 
is really my name—but no 
one had called me that for 
six years. It was a bit of 
home. 

“Why—wherever they 
want to! I don't see any use of keeping——” 

“Which 1s?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Those girls, Dick,” I told him, “have been brought 
up to believe that woman has only one honorable destiny 
—marriage. You can have one—or all of them. Or you 
can sell them, not as you figure it, into slavery, but as 
they look at it—into marriage.” 

“According to Eastern standards, they are very pretty. 
I'll ask a high price, thus guaranteeing them rich hus- 
bands, and comfortable hémes, and [Turn to page 130] 
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“They re All Low- Brows Under 


Their Skins; Get 

the Gallery and You Have ’em,” 
Newt Would Say. 

He May Be Right, at That. 


SWAYED slightly on the grimy station platform 

of Liberty Hill, and Newt placed one heavy arm 

about me. Embarrassed, | tried to shake it off. This 
was my home town. Newt must remember that this 
was my home town. 

len years I'd lived here, and ten years I'd been 
away. Dut now, with the murky arc-lights of Main 
Street trailing down before me, and the shining steel 
rails of the Pennsylvania curving out toward where | 
knew the muddy river lay, it seemed to be only the 
vears in Liberty Hill that counted. Dingy Main Street 
caught at my throat muscles. And this was queer, for 
| had hated Liberty Hill. [ thought about it now, as 
Newt and [| lounged down that narrow street to the 
(rvstal House. Newt always lounged. 

Why should Liberty Hill make my throat muscles 
ache, when | had hated it so? Liberty Hill had been 
cruel to me; had made my childhood bitter. Then 
why- 

\Ve had been Valley people. That was the whole 
story. | stramed my eyes back now to where the Valley 
lav. We had been Valley people and in Liberty Hill 
there was only one place to live—that was on the Hill. 
he Valley was for the Polacks, who worked in the 
mines. But the seil was fertile there, and it was there 
my tather, Eric Carpenter, had chosen to make his last 
stand against starvation. Farming had been all my 
father knew, in addition to black face, and comic songs, 
and playing the cornet. [ suppose it was natural for him 
to turn to farming. | went on thinking dully, when my 


mother’s health had failed and they had had to give up 
their act in the three-a-day. 


That act that had usually 


Dumb} 
and 


been supplemented by a dirty baby in the wings, [ re- 
membered. A burly stage-hand would always keep an 
eye on him for ten cents. 

Funny how swiftly you can remember things, even 
when you're “dumb,” as most people said I was. We 
werent even down to Garlic Joe's fruit stand, Newt and 
I, and yet it seemed I had remembered all there was to 
remember of Liberty Hill. Three giggling high school 
girls passed, and I turned my head away. And that was 
part of my dumbness, too, for they never would have 
recognized me. It had seemed for a minute that I was 
Lily Carpenter again, eighteen again, and walking down 
Main Street toward Garlic Joe's. I'd always turned my 
head from the girls in my class, | remembered. For | 
was Valley. My hair was light. Too light, Newt said— 
he was always trying to make me dye it red. But the 
Hill girls had called me Polack just the same. 


ARLIC JOE’S now. And | was looking at his dis- 

play of sticky bananas, dates and grapes in the 
yellow light, and at the tobacco-stained wooden boxes on 
which they were heaped. Looking at them, but not seeing 
them at all. It was queer. | was seeing instead my 
thin mother in her Gypsy costume, dancing with my 
father in black face, and smiling to the rows of mill 
workers out in front, then looking anxiously hack to the 
baby in the wings. Just being in Liberty Hill seemed 
to bring miy mother back, though she had died when I was 
fourteen. That Gypsy costume had been the one bit 
of color in the drab trunk in our drab Valley home. | 
had wanted to work it into my act with Newt. But he 
had laughed at it. It covered too much, Newt thought. 
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I’ve eaten alone in quick lunches 
lots of times, but that was nothing 


“What're you moonin’ about 7” Newt said sulkily now 
We had come to the Crystal House and I had hesitated 
at its tobacco-specked steps. I was still trying to separate 
Lily Carpenter, who had walked down Main Street at 
eighteen, and Lila Rose, who was walking down Main 
Street at twenty-eight. For I was Lila Rose on the 
tawdry cards that announced our act. This was the first 
time we had played Liberty Hill. It didn’t mean we 
were on the up-grade either, coming here. 


E WOULD play to the gallery of Liberty Hill's 

one theatre tonight. We always played to the 
gallery, you see. Newt’s “wise cracks,” and my cos- 
tumes, too, were aimed at it. “Get the gallery and you 
have “em,” Newt would say. “They're all low-brows 
under their skins.” 

“What are you moonin’ about ?” Newt broke in again. 

“This—this is my home town, Newt,” I told him. 
“I'm going to walk around a little—see how things have 
changed.” 

Newt laughed boisterously. Newt always laughed too 
loud ; I looked around anxiously now. 

“Want to look up your old friends, huh?” he said. 
“Want me to trail along?” 

“Oh, no! I won't see anyone today,” | said, alarmed. 
Somehow I wanted to be alone in Liberty Hill, without 
Newt's heavy hand on my arm, and without his heavy 
body bumping mine at crossings. “There's a pool-room 
right around this corner, Newt,” I told him, and sighed 
in relief when I’d finally shaken him off, first getting 
his sulky promise not to drink anything. That was 
always necessary, with Newt. But it didn’t always 
work. 

About a half block further down the street I felt his 
hand on my shoulder. The moisture of it came through 


my dark silk traveling dress. 


to this. They shut me out. 


“You're goin’ out to look up some old boy friends,” 
he accused. 

“You know it ain't that, Newt,” I told him patiently, 
turning away. 

“Funny thing, you goin’ off alone,”’ he grumbled. “I'm 
not good enough to meet your home town folks, that’s 
it, | guess.”” He slouched away. 

I hurried on, pursued by something frightening now. 
Suppose Newt-should follow me. Suppose he should 
bring up that marrying talk here. Here in Liberty Hill! 
I was always afraid of that ; afraid that some day I'd not 
be able to fend him off. Afraid that some day I would 
be too tired and scared, and give in. It was becoming 
harder and harder to get this idea out of Newt's head. 
He'd begur: to threaten, of late. I’d «marry him, and 
soon, or I could go my way. Newt could find a girl 
= more jazz and less—less scruples for the act, he 
said. 

Marry Newt! That heavy arm would be always there 
then ; that moist hand would be in my life; that warm 
bulk of body in my room. Those hot occasional kisses 
of Newt’s would not be occasional, then. 

“Salvation Nell,” I could hear Newt's jeering, if not 
unkind, voice. “You're too dumb and scary to go it 
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alone, kid,” I could hear him. “You've gotta stick to 
me. You've gotta.” 

| stumbled into McKinley Avenue. 

McKinley Avenue!, I caught my breath, and then the 
quiet and the peace and the shade got me. I forgot 
about Newt. I forgot his moist hands and his too loud 
laugh. Just that way I had ofien come here to walk 
when I was ten, to forget the grey dish-water waiting in 
the Valley, and the Polack talk my brothers would use, 
and my mother’s soiled house-dress that wasn’t a bit 
like the Gypsy costume. 


HERE was a feeling that could wrap around you 
on McKinley Avenue. It was soft and quiet and 
secure like. “The feeling of McKinley Avenue,” I had 
called it when I was ten, and McKinley Avenue was 
my Promised Land. It was commonplace enough, I 
guess. There were trees and hedges. Houses sitting 
back behind little squares of grass. Vines. 
I patted the soft surface of a neat hedge. walking by. 
l looked hungrily into small paned windows. My cheeks 
were wet, but I didn’t care. 
| didn't know whether I was happy or sad. It was 
not a home-coming to me, and still there was the longing 
to stay. 


““But you’re goin’ to, Lil. 
Why, there’s nothin’ else. 
You've got to.’’ 
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| had seen streets like this in other towns, hundreds 
of them. But this was McKinley Avenue, and it was 
different. [It was where you might live, if you were 
“Hill people.” It was where the starched and frilled 
little girls in the Baptist Sunday School—the little girls 
who had called me Polack—had come from. It was 
where high school boys and girls had walked in pairs on 
Sunday nights when I was clenching my hands white in 
the grey dish-water in the. Valley. No Hill boy had ever 
asked a Valley girl to walk on McKinley Avenue on 
Sunday nights, you see. 

I suppose I was dumb, as Newt said. Here I was, at 
twenty-eight, almost running down McKinley Avenue 
that the few odd people passing by might not see that | 
was crying. I must have been dumb. For when I stood 
out beyond the last are light and clutched the bars of old 
Sol Petersen’s iron fence until my knuckles were white, 
it seemed that Newt’s moist hands could never reach me. 
I was dumb, I suppose, and scary, too, but McKinley 
Avenue made me brave. 

It seemed I had stood there a long time, but Newt was 
waiting up for me. He let himself into my bare little 
room at the Crystal House, and I saw that after all he 
had been drinking. It would be the marrying talk, I saw. 
But tonight, with the feeling of McKinley Avenue all 
about me, it would be easy to fight him down. 


ON’T come in, Newt, please,” I remember 
arguing with him. “I'm always telling you. 
It don't look right. And Burrowes, downstairs, his 
father used to carry mail in the Valley. He recog- 
nized me. You'll go tonight, won't you, Newt.” 

I tried to push him out of the door. 
“Let go.” Newt sat down heavily on the 
edge of my bed. “Stop your preachin’ 
just once, will you,” he said. “I got 
something to tell you J 

“I know, Newt,” I said. “T've 
been thinking it over—honest. A girl’s 
got to think, you know. Tomorrow, 
maybe——” 

“Tomorrow hell,” 
he said. He lurched 
toward me. It would 
be worse than I had 
thought, I saw. “Listen 
here. We're breakin’ 
up here, two weeks 
ahead of schedule. 
Three nights in this 
God-forsaken joint 
and we're doned Get 
it?” 

“But I thought——” 
I began. 

“Yeah—we all did,” 
Newt said. “But it's 
fixed. Hanscom told 
me tonight. It’s on 
the quiet, too. ‘Til 
Thursday.” 

I was moving my 
comb and brush and 
mirror around on the 
bureau. I was trying 
to keep the feeling of 
McKinley Avenue, 
but it was going. I 
was feeling pa and 
scary again. 

“Well, you and me, 
kid,” Newt began. He 
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toward me. He 


started 
couldn’t walk very steadily. 
“We don’t need to worry, 


we don’t. We're fixed for 
the summer, ain't we? We'll 
start a new _ partnership. 
Pals—that’s what we've 
always been, ain’t we, Lil? 
We'll go up to the old 
farm and whip the kids into 
shape for fall. Pals—that’s 
” 

“*Newt—so soon,”’ I tried 
to put him off. “A girl's 
got to think, Newt. You 
know that a girl’s got to 
think 

“Think—Welt!” At his 
laugh I looked toward the 
door nervously. “What’ve 
you been doin’ for the last 
three years, Lil? Think! 
Damn it, that’s good.” 

“Hush, Newt. There’s 
Burrowes,” I said. You 
don’t see. This is my home 
town——” 

“All right, old girl, I'll 


pipe down. Listen, Lil—a 
little kiss to seal our bar- 
gain 


He reached for me, but 
the drink had made him 
clumsy. 


AIN’T said yes yet,” I 
said wearily. 

He laughed. “But you're 
goin’ to, Lil. Why, there’s 
nothin’ else. You've got 
to.” 

I didn’t answer. 

“Well, I didn’t mean 
that, Lil,” he mumbled. 
“But come on; say it to- 


night. Ain't you and me 
pals? Ain’t we always 
been pals? Didn't I help 


Didn't I take 
you on in my act? Ain't F been good to you?” 
He was whining now. This line always made me 


when the fever took Eric and the boys? 


kinder, he knew. 

“I know, Newt,” I quieted him. “You've been great 
to me. I like you, Newt; we’re pals, all right. But 
marrying—a girl can’t teli in a minute about that, Newt. 
A girl’s got to think re 

“Jus’ think of me a little bit, Lil,” he said. “Ain’t it 
been hell for me? ‘Three years of havin’ you there in 
your little pink tights. Never even a kiss | didn’t fight 
you to get. Wasn't I a good friend to Eric and the 
boys x 

The liquor was getting Newt now. He was pitying 
himself. His eyes were heavy. Suddenly he collapsed 
on my bed. 

I poured a little water into the cracked white bowl 
and mopped his flushed face with one of the greyish 
towels. Newt was good looking, in a sort of sullen way. 

“You go on into your own room, Newt,” I said, un- 
tying his shoe laces quickly. “‘Morning’s time enough to 
talk about it. You just go on now and get a little rest. 
You and me’s pals, remember that.” 

He went, stumbling over a limp red rug. “Little kiss, 


Lil,” he said, half asleep. “Now Maude’s gone; we can 
get married. Take the kids, you know. She wouldn't give 
‘em up before. Wouldn't divorce me. Wouldn't do 
nothin’. Hell of a woman——” 
He leaned against the door. His voice was thick. 
“You held off on account of her before, Lil. Now 
she’s gone. I'm free now, old girl. We're goin’ to get 
married, take the kids. Some act we'll have, with the 
kids. One of our own, maybe——” 
“Newt——”’ I said, scared of Burrowes. “Listen! 
I'll kiss you if you go now, right away? Promise——” 
He left a taste of stale bootleg whiskey on my lips. I 
tried to wash it away, and got in between the stiff sheets. 
I tried to bring back the feeling of McKinley Avenue. 
I] often put myself to sleep that way. A little home 
there, I would think of that. Little girls in starched 
white petticoats. My little girls, light-haired. Nobody 
could call them Polacks. No more act, I tried to think. 
No more loathing, as I slipped into my pink tights. But 
tonight the taste of stale bootleg whiskey was on my 
lips. It interfered. .I could see Newt slouching in the 
doorway, his eyes heavy. “One of our own, maybe——” 
! could hear him say. I gave up trying to think of 
McKinley Avenue. [Turn to page 120] 
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Twenty-Two Years! 
Happy Ones for Her; 
But He Had Suffered 
So Terribly, and Had 
to Go On Suffering — 
Silently. 


WEETHEARTS from childhood!” and “Everybody 

expects them to get married !’” were common sayings 
that might well have applied to Larry Mason and me. 
Throughout our public school days and Larry's four 
years in college, there was nothing to indicate that we 
would turn out of this beaten path. 

The day Larry came home with his diploma and all 
kinds of honors in athletics, Granville turned out en 
masse to welcome him. After he had responded to their 
greeting. he wormed his way through the crowd and, 
before all Granville, took me in his arms and kissed me. 

Byron Chase, who had ' zen in charge of the construc- 
tion work on the new railroad, had been very kind to 
me before Larry's return. Then Larry's going to New 
York to work in a big bank gave me more time with 
byron. 

Gossip went rampant in Granville! 1 wrote Larry 
asking him to make some definite move that would stop 
some of the gossip. No answer. Larry’s going to the city 
was simply an easy way of dropping me! I had taken 
too much for granted. [| would show Granville who was 
jilted! 

The night Byron and | returned to Granville, after 
our elopement, the letter that would have changed my 
little world was handed me. Larry had been out of the 
city, in the Canadian woods, and had no way of 
notifying me. 

Byron had but two interests—his railroad and his wife. 
Both failed him. Lack of funds and lack of love! He 


tried to forget, by staying drunk half the time. He was 
in debt to everybody in town. He knew I loved Larry. 

The Spanish-American war was his refuge. He went 
with the first troops, leaving town unheralded. Larry 
came by home on his way as an officer, and the whole 
town saw him off. 

Byron was among the first reported killed. 

Larry's return meant another celebration at the station. 
He was the son of Giles Mason, the richest man in town! 
When they all quieted down, he took the Medal of Honor 
from his uniform and pinned it on my dress. 

“And her child not born, and Byron only killed five 
months ago!"’ | heard Granville whisper. 


The Conclusion. 
HEN Doris was born, Larry went about town 
heaming and smiling on everyone, saying, “Yes. 
sir! Ten pounds, and every ounce of her full of 
kick and life!" But no one stopped to question Ais right 
He was Larry Mason! 

It was as though some congregation were building a 
new church, and Larry started the contributions with a 
hundred dollars and the others just followed his lead 
and gave whatever they could spare. Only Granville 
could spare their smiles easier than they could their 
dollars, for their smiles belong to them and their dollar- 
to Giles Mason. 

Maybe that is a mean way to put it, but Giles Mason 
and Granville owed me a lot of smiles. 

That was the way | looked upon them until | realized 
what a wonderful thing God had given me to be mine 


Little 
World 


The room was swing- 
ing back and forth, like 
a mighty pendulum. 


for all of my life. When I felt Doris’ little hands, warm 
and soft, roving over my face and neck, I suddenly 
knew that life gives and takes—for every sorrow a joy 
and for every tear a laugh. And I was glad of the 
things I had suffered, for now the books were being 
balanced. I was beginning to understand everything. 


N THE morning Larry 
would stop in on his way to 


But what did I care? That was only the spatter of rain 
that comes at the end of a thunder storm. 

When Larry told them we were going to be married 
in May, they wanted to build us a big house up on the 
hill. But I shuddered at the idea and told Larry that all 
I wanted in the world was the cottage on the farm and 
Doris. He looked hurt and asked if that was surely all. 

“And my Larry most of all!” I added. He crushed 
me to him so that it seemed I never would breathe again. 
O NE day along the first of May, Larry said, “Mother 

is getting things ready for our wedding up at the 
house, dear.” 

“But I wanted to be married here, in Mother’s house,”’ 
I said. 

“Oh, there's twice as much room up there,” Larry 
answered, as though to dismiss the subject. 

“But I want it here, Larry.” 

“Every Mason has always been married up 
there,” he said. 

We talked it over several times, and when Larry 
saw that I really wanted to be married at Mother's 
house, he said he would tell his mother, so that 
ended it. 

But not with Giles Mason. He wasn’t used to 
having his ideas and customs changed by anyone 

in Granville. So he stopped in at the house one 
day on his way down-town. At first I was a little 
frightened by the scowl and short, brisk way of 
talking. But when he made his errand known | 
had something to say: 

“I’m sorry, Mr. Mason, but this is my home 
and this is where I am going to be married.”’ 

He sort of started and looked at me queerly 
for a moment. “All right, Blanche; have it your 

own way. But I want you to know that our house is as 
much your home as this.” 

I nodded my head and said, “That’s awfully nice of 
you, Mr. Mason.” 

And he scowled at me and said gruffly. “Hell! When 
you join the Masons, it’s like joining the army—you live 
and fight and die with them. I want you to know that 
I'm sorry if | was ever unkind to you or ever did any- 
thing that made any unhappiness for you.”’ 

Imagine! Giles Mason telling anyone he was sorry 
for anything! Usually, right or wrong, he said, “That's 
my idea and that’s where the matter ends!” Everyone 
in Cortland County quoted that phrase, because (Giles 
Mason’s father had said it to 
the governor of the state one 


his father’s bank, where he now 
worked, poke a finger at Doris 
and talk baby talk; she would 
gurgle and laugh and keep put- 
ting her head up over the side 
of her carriage, watching until 
he came by again at noon. 

At night I would let him lift 
her out of the carriage and hold 
her high ‘in the air above his 
head, while she kicked and 
squealed. Then he would cup 
his arm and let her sit on it, 
exploring his eyes and nose and 


part 
country. 


The Hidden City 
Here is a story of quaint customs 
which are fascinating to all Ameri- 
cans. We ought to know more about 
the people who played such a great 


in .the foundation of 


I've been trying for a long time to 
get this story, and now I’m so glad 
to have it I don’t want you to miss it. 

It begins on page 20, this issue. 


time. 

Of course, when the Mason 
family took me into their fold 
the whole town just, stepped 
down off their high horse and 
followed along like a flock of 
sheep—meek, and wanting to 
let -bygones be bygones. But it 
would take more than a day or 
a month to make me forget 
those terrible weeks and weeks 
of torment when | was just 
“that Blanche Chase!” 

But all the rancor and heart- 


hair with her tiny little hands. 
Into his eyes would come the 
most wonderful light ! 

Happy! It all seemed too perfect and wonderful to be 
true. Sometimes I would almost pinch myself to see if 
perhaps I hadn't died and gone to heaven! 

It took Giles Mason and Mrs. Mason a couple of 
months to thaw out and accept a different order of things. 
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ache I had ever known faded 
away that day in May when 
our minister took my hand and laid it into Larry’s, and 
Larry touched my lips with his lips and tried to brush 
the tears .rom my eyes, blushing when he suddenly 
realized that all of Granville was watching him. 
Afterwards, everyone went up to the Masons, where 
they. held a reception on the lawn, and all the kids in 
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town went snooping around the house, prying into the 
stables, inspecting a place that was almost like a fairy 
hook castle to them. 

When everyone was having such a good time that they 
wouldn't miss us, Larry and | slipped away. We hurried 
dewn-town in Mr. Mason's barouche, got Larry’s bays 
and runabout, already packed with our things, and drove 
over to Cedar Cliff to catch the five-sixteen. 

No one can ever realize or imagine the joy that was 
in my heart. / was Larry Mason's wife! 

.A peasant girl marrying the prince for love! 

And then those joyous years of peace and contentment 
and perfect happiness—like a story book where a girl 
suffers and suffers so that she can really appreciate the 
wonders of life when she finds her real happiness. 

No man like my Larry! The bank or his business 
interests, or the panic of 1907, or anything could ever 
make him grow up. He never grew older, neither did 
he learn.to keep his mop of black hair out of his eyes, 
nor stop to mourn because Doris was not his own flesh 


and blood. 


E PUT everything in the cottage at the Mason farm 

to help me. And after our own son was born he 

made me keep two girls just for the house. “Imagine!” 

(iranville said. No one in Cortland County had ever had 
wo hired girls in their house. 

And in the winter time Larry would make half the 
town come down and sit around the big stone fireplace at 
night, toasting marshmallows, drinking cider, telling 
stories. And always he sat by my side, ready to grant 
every wish almost before it could leave my lips. 

Every fall while he went hunting he would give me 


Even Larry real- 

ized that she 

possessed re- 

markable 
ent. 


more money than there was in all the world and make 
me go to New York to do my shopping. And then he 
would come and join me; often we would spend a month 
going to shows and parties, exploring, finding new 
interests. 

And Granville said, “Sakes alive! You'd think Gran- 

ville wasn't good enough for them, gadding off to New 
York, spending all the money they can get their hands 
on! 
“You'd think she'd be satisfied with her automobiles 
and horses and the way he has fixed things up for her 
on the farm—not to mention her leavin’ her children 
here alone!” 


H, GRANVILLE loved it. It was something to 

talk about at the post office and round the kitchen 

range in the morning when Granville wives went calling 
through the backyard fence. 

When Doris was sixteen we sent her to a girl’s school 
in New York, and I went up and spent most of the 
winter to be near her. Larry used to run up every 
couple of weeks to stay for a few days, and Granville 
would gasp at the very thought of what it all was costing 
him. 

But about that time Granville suddenly found out 
that Europe, something they had always thought of as 
intangible as the devil himself, was only “around the 
corner.” For Granville suddenly found itself turning 
out harness from the Mason factory to be sent to the 
Allied armies in Europe. “Think of it,” Granville 
chattered, “makin’ them leather figitybobs to send all 
the way to Europe for war!” 


That was in 1916 and Larry [7urn to page 132] 
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“Petting” Verdict 


‘ 


Here Is the Frank, Outspoken Reply of American 
Youth to the Big Problem of a Girl. 


AM tickled to death with the an- 
swers to the ‘Shall I Pet?’’ story in 
the July SMART SET. I’ve heard so 
much about the modern flapper that I 
had almost begun to believe it. Now 
I’m doubly glad I dared to make a test. 


Of 516 letters only 5 of them endorsed 


promiscuous kissing—a hundred to one 


majority in favor of common sense; 247 
letters said, “If you love him, kiss him 
good-night”—or words to that effect; 
262 letters said, ‘“‘Don’t give a fraction 
of an inch until he proposes.” Of course 
these aren’t the words they used. Each 
one said it in a different way, but I am 
proud of the fact that they said it. 


Men wrote 99 of these letters and 
44 think a hug or a kiss does no harm 


now and then if you care for each other, 
while 54 said, “‘Betty, you’re absolutely 
right.” 


Single girls stood 126 to 110 against 
even holding hands; but 88 married 
women said that a little show of affec- 
tion is necessary now and then, while 
78 said, ‘‘Stand pat, Betty, and your 
Prince will come.” 


LL in all, the letters uphold all our 

traditions and help us to believe 
that the “flapper panic’’ has been 
largely noise, and that common sense 
still prevails. 


I think you will find these prize-win- 
ning letters all interesting reading. 


—THE EDITor. 


First Prize 


Dear Betty: 

My heart just aches for you, for I too was brought up 
in an old-fashioned home. My parents were wonderful 
but they were strict. I think you are partly right and 
partly wrong. 

Shall I pet? Sometimes conditions are all right for 
people to pet and sometimes they are not. If your make- 
up is such that you can be hugged and kissed, and then 
you can return the affection with a feeling of finality, if 
necessary, I see no danger; but if you are one of those 
“full of life” girls, my advice is: “Leave petting alone. 
for it will get you into trouble.” 

Petting parties, such as wild automobile rides, wine, 
roadhouses, early morning hours and such, are terrible 
things, and should not be indulged in by anyone—mar- 
ried or single—if they wish to have happiness in later 
years. 

Now in your case, how do you know but that Bob loves 
you the same as you love him? You never let him get 
close enough to tell you. He has [Turn to page 125] 


Second Prize 


Dear Betty: 

Atta girl, Betty! Don’t let men fool you into thinking 
that they really like the hard-boiled type. Ask any girl 
you know who is wearing a solitaire and you will hear 
the same tale. Her sweetie fell for her because she was 
different. 

Of course, a little petting before you get engaged isn’t 
a crime if you see the man’s intentions are serious. Let 
him kiss you, if he insists, but act half-frightened and, 
if you want to hold him, don’t kiss him back. Bank up 
the inner flame that burns within you until Bob talks 
marriage. Don't respond to his caresses except shyly 
until you are sure that you have sold him the husband 
idea. Bob’s line sounds to me as though he were a play 
boy, not a prospective fiance, but one never can tell. 

I never knew a girl who got a diamond that would 
really cut glass, and a wedding ring, too, by that wildfire 
line. This necking stuff is dangerous for a girl. All 
the instincts of her ancestors warn her that if fire burns, 
at least the girl gets burned. Better [Turn to page ; 25] 
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No wonder they had 
laughed at me! 


Gave Her the 


Doubt 


They Said She Wasn't Good Enough 
to Wear My Frat Pin. 


house tried to commit suicide. Beverly and I went 

to see her at the hospital after she had been slowly 
drawn out from under death’s shadows. Her young 
face, once so gay and carefree, now so pitifully twisted 
with pain, lightened up at the warm friendliness that 
shone from ours. 

Beverly dropped on her knees beside the bed and with 
tender hands smoothed the golden hair. The girl caught 
one of the hands and held it against her cheek. 

“IT won't be so foolish again,”” she whispered wanly, 
“but I just couldn't see any other way out.” 


T™ E other day a young girl living in our apartment 


Beverly smiled into the tear-blurred eyes. “We under- 
stand, dear,’’ she said quietly, “and we are going to 
help you.” 


H, IT is so dear of both of you,” sobbed the girl. 
“Somehow [ knew you would understand. I just 
couldn't stand it—the cruel insinuations, Mother's criti- 
cism and suspicious looks, the horrid talk “4 
Beverly and I looked at each other. Understand? 
Ah, how much we did understand! And although this 


‘girl has nothing at all to do with the story I am going to 
tell, it was this incident that prompted the writing of it. 
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\gain that word in all its coarse ugliness loomed up be- 
fore me. Talk! A word that so often lies at the root of 
much of the heartache in this world. 

\t college I had been a very popular fellow, but 
popularity often holds exacting chains. Football, basket- 
hall, and the filling of various ‘school offices kept me 
hefore the public eye, but they almost completely emanci- 
nated me from the social whirl. True, I was invited 
everywhere but I was kept too busy to accept many 
invitations. And I was immune so far as girls were con- 
cerned. | took them to dances occasionally and to 
various school functions, but I steered clear of “senti- 
ment’ and “mush.” No doubt most of them thought 
me slow and stupid, or so my chiding fraternity brothers 
assured me, but for the most part I found them good 
sports and ready to accept my easy comradeship. 

(ne night after a meeting of the Student Council, I 
dropped in on a “Rah-Rah”’ dance held in the large gym- 
nasium. I was tired and had not gone with the intention 
of dancing. But I liked to watch the swirling, dancing 
merry-go-round and drink in the carefree, happy atmos- 
phere. For it was nearing the end of my 
senior year and I was beginning to realize 
just how much I loved the dear old U. I 
wormed my way into the “stag”’ line until 
| had a good view of the entire floor. 
Then suddenly I saw her. 


SHALL never forget it—the whirling 

forms, the low, seductive notes of the 
orchestra, and then suddenly for the 
barest fraction of a second the glow of 
two black eyes as they sparkled straight 
into mine through that tangled conglom- 
eration of hazy forms. I| felt those eyes 
penetrate a usually well-behaved organ 
and cause it to turn an unmistakable flip- 
flop. I turned quickly and clutched a 
fellow “stag.” 

“Who is that girl over there—wait, 
there she is—in the red dress?” 

“Where? Oh!” The pimply-faced 
sophomore grinned. “Why, that’s 
Beverly Burleigh Don't tell me you don't 
know Beverly Burleigh?” 

There was a hidden implication in the 
hoys tone that both puzzled me and incited 
a desire to choke him into oblivion. | 
turned back to the dancers, however, and 
sought eagerly the two black eyes that 
had created such a disturbance. But I 
could not draw them back again to my 
own. 

In her exotic red dress, Beverly 
Burleigh had looked startlingly like a 
darting, reckless flame. Indeed, the more 
| watched her threading her way in and 
out among the other dancers, the more 
| was reminded of a gay little fire sprite 
dancing somewhat defiantly toward the 
heart of the flames. 

\ “Rah-Rah” dance at any university 
is the most informal affair in the world. 
It matters little whether or not one has 
been introduced to the most beautiful 
girl on the floor, you are privileged to 
“cut in,”’ and unless she is a bit of a snob 
she will reward your brazenness with a 
smile. Everybody enters into the spirit of 
(lemocracy and good fellowship. I drew 
a deep breath and took the plunge. 

Beverly tilted her black head back im- 
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pudently and smiled up at me. My heart turned another 


flip-flop. 

“Of course you'll spoil it all.”’ she drawled, “by hand- 
ing me the old hackneyed line that you met me at ‘open- 
house’ and you've been looking for me ever since, et 
cetera, et cetera.” 


ILAUGHED but said nothing as | adroitly guided her 

toward an entrance and cleverly whisked her into an 
adjoining reception-room quite before she was aware of 
my strategy. I drew two chairs close together and pushed 
her gently into one of them. Then, still silent, I left 
her for a moment only to return with magic swiftness 
bearing two glasses of punch. 

Beverly grinned appreciatively, and quickly. tasted the 
red liquid with the tip of her small tongue. She blinked, 
then smiled back in indulgent amusement. 
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“Why shouldn't I] know you?’ I answered her, un- 
consciously repeating familiar words. “Doesn't every- 
body know Beverly Burleigh?” 

I remember how startled she seemed, while a fleeting 
shadow flickered in her merry, black eyes. But instantly 
she laughed. 

“And doesn't everybody know Ted Watson?” she 
replied mockingly. 

“And now,” I told her, “we're introduced. Honestly, 
though, it comes to me right now that I’ve been missing 
a, lot this year. How come I never ran across you 
before ?” 


T IS—funny,” Beverly agreed, and then she laughed 

again. “But you did!” 

“No!” I was incredulous. 

“And at Open House!” 

I stared at her in amazement. “The deuce | did.” 

“And you said,”” went on Beverly gravely, “you were 
glad to meet me 2 

*“Then we were—-- 

She nodded, her eyes dancing. “Yes, we were properly 
introduced. You said, ‘I'm always glad to meet fresh- 
men, Miss Burleigh, and watch them grow up’.” 

“The devil I did!” 

“And you said,” Beverly lifted dark eyes sparkling 
with mischief, “you said, ‘I hope you'll let me show you 
some good times.’ Oh, you were quite a football hero, 
you know, and | was quite thrilled. 1 told everybody 
what you had said, and how perfectly wonderful | 
thought you were, and how good-looking, and—well, 
after that. you never even remembered me. I was 
heartbroken.” 

“Oh, say,” I protested unhappily, my face burning, 


” 


Right there I realized I would never 
be the same man again. 


“have a heart! 
meets so many, I 

But at that particular moment someone interrupted us 
and snatched her away by right of prior claim. Her 
mocking little laugh floated back to me as I stood some- 
what dazedly staring after her. And right there | 
realized that I would never be the same man again. 

That night in my fraternity house, I made a confidant 
of my roommate. 

“Sam, I—say, I met a girl tonight. And say, she’s- 
well, she’s 

Sam Weightman dropped his overcoat. “My God! 
Has it come to this!” He sank limply on the hed. 
“When Ted Watson begins to stutter, | know that a 
good man’s gone wrong. What’n the hell will the Senior 
Club, and the Student Council, and the Athletic Club, 
and a dozen more do now? You can’t be twelve men 
and be in love at the same time. Well! Speak. Who 
is the dam—sel 

“Beverly Burleigh.” 

“Bev !”” Sam stood up in astonishment and stared 
at me. “Why, you ! Say, when did you say you 
met her?” 

“Tonight, | think,” I replied dreamily. 

“Tonight. Oh! I see.” Sam sank back on the bed 
again with evident relief. “At the dance?” 


Why, it couldn't—surely, you—one 


NODDED. Sam lit a cigarette and puffed vigor- 
ously. “She is something of a knock-out,” he agreed 
carelessly. 

An implication in the words brought back with star- 
tling emphasis an unpleasant memory. I strode over to 
him. 

“T want to know what you mean by that,”’ I cried hotly. 
“If you have anything 
nasty to say, for God's 
sake say it in the open.” 

Sam flushed, and | 
saw the genuine aston- 
ishment in his face. Al- 
though . a little hot- 
headed, I was ever fair, 
and certainly not given 
to remarks like that. 

“Cool down, you 
crazy he replied 
stiffly, “and never mind 
using that tone.” 

I had the grace to 
feel ashamed. “Sorry, 
old man. I didn’t mean 
just that. But, go on.” 
Unconsciously I braced 
myself. “What is it | 
should know that | 
evidently do not know 
about Beverly  Bur- 
leigh?” 

“Well,” said, 
“she just isn't the girl 
for a quiet, settled chap 
like you, Ted. She’s, 
well—she hasnt got 
any too wonderful rep- 
utation, that’s all. When 
she entered the U last 
fall she was “rushed” 
by all the sororities. 
Everybody went crazy 
over her—tots of 
money, you know, cute. 

Turn to page 112] 
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That moment I under- 
stood the futility of using 
words with him. 


Try 


Sails Alone 


It Lashes Us Back .anad Forth, 
With a Fury We Are Never Able to Understand. 


Life is Like the Sea. 


OU'RE a sissy—a ‘fraid cat,” accused Laura 


Johnston. 

“No, he’s not a ‘fraid cat, or a sissy,” cried Caroline 
Southart. “luke just don't know much about the sea. 
That's all!” 

And that’s my story from the time | was a small chap 
until—well, | wonder. 

The death of my father, who had come from the 
inland to Rice Island to keep the village school; my 
mother’s rescue of a sailor who was lost in a sea storm 
because there was no lighthouse ; my resolve to maintain 
a light for the seamen—also to bring to Rice Island the 
light of the gospel ; and, most of all, my love for Caroline 
Southart,—these are the highlights of my boyhood. 


Olaf Sundberg also loved Carrie, and Olaf was of the 
sea—strong, daring, and handsome. And Olaf was my 
friend. 

After my long years in the seminary, broken by 
the death of my mother, | returned to Rice Island as 
pastor of the little church, in the tower of which was the 
light I had longed for. 

Could I—not of their kind—dare open up my heart 
to Carrie, whose gestures had not discouraged me, and 
risk my chances with those of Olaf—Olaf, of the sea? 
I prayed that something might tell me what to do. 

And then the scene that answered my prayer. Carrie 
and Olaf walking along the moonlight beach; silence as 
he stopped and faced her, and then Carrie’s giving herself 
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into his arms. That was enough proof that I had lost. 

It was on her day to straighten up my cottage that 
I happened to peep into my study. To my surprise, Carrie 
was holding to her lips one of the pictures that stood on 
my desk. Was it Mother's, or was it mine? Perhaps 
Carrie did love me. 


Part Il. 
TT THIS day I do not understand how I mastered 


my flaming urge to burst into that room and find 
out which picture Caroline Southart had kissed. 

Of this one thing, at least, | am convinced. It was not 
my own strength of will power that finally triumphed. 

I stepped back and knocked on the door ; I wanted her 
to think that I had not seen her with the picture. I must 
face her, I told myself. I must begin to adjust myself 
to the heartbreaking scheme of things that Fate had 
written against my name. 

“Carrie,” I called. My voice sounded strange and 
forced. But I was determined to go in and play a part. 

“Yes, Luke,” came the answer; “I’m just straighten- 
mg things up.” 

“Here—here!” I began. “You've worked long and 
hard enough today, Carrie.”” My bravery of heart fled 
somewhat at sight of her standing in the gloaming of 
my study; my voice faltered over the next planned 
words. But I managed to go on. “It’s time you were 
running home now—you're missing the sunset. I never 
saw the sea so violet-like,” I finished, knowing I hadn't 
even noticed the water on my way from the shore. 


. . . like people in the 
presence of the unreal. 


“I—love to do little things about your—about 
houses,” she said, looking away from me. Even in the 
half-light of the study I could see that some strange 
agitation possessed her ; agitation that became contagious 
for me .. . “They’re everything on Jand! They're like 
ships are on the sea—everything! Or—they ought to be, 
oughtn’t they, Luke?” she asked. 

Silence. Such silence as it was! I can shut my eyes 
now and hear the very stillness that came after Carrie's 
words. And then, when it seemed no longer bearable, 
she began swaying toward me. I say swaying, because 
that was what she seemed to be doing, through my half- 
closed eyes. 


UKE—Luke.” she blurted. Now, Carrie was only 

a few inches from me. Her lips were trembling 
over more words. What was she going to say? Surely 
something that was about to burst inside of her 
heart ! 

“We've been friends a long time, haven't we, Luke 

“Yes, a long, long time, Carrie. [—that is—you, and 
—-and Olaf have always been in my heart as my—my 
best friends, Carrie ' 

“It's about Olaf, and—and me that I’m going to tell 
you, Luke. It’s because you've always been my—our 
best friend that I’m telling you before anybody else.” 

I looked away to hide the hot tears that had come to 
my eves. She must not see them. Carrie, in her happi- 
ness of love, must not see my tears. 

“You—and Olaf are going to——” 
“Yes, Luke, we're going to be mar- 
ried ’ she finished for me. 
= Again that silence came between us 
te which one can almost hear. Again it was 
Carrie who broke it. 

“Luke, aren’t you going to—to—kiss 
me, and wish me 2 

“Happiness!” I murmured, daring to 
hold my arms out to her. “Ah! Carrie 
I’ve always prayed for your happiness. 
Always, ever since vou were a little girl; 
I’'ve—I’ve wanted life to make you happy 
—I’ve ” Her soft fragrant weight 
against me choked all further speech. | 
could only stand there; only hold her ; and 
remember whom she was going to be, and 
who I was. I could only shut my eyes 
to the temptation of her lovely uplifted 
lips, and touch her wet cheeks with a 
fleeting kiss whose memory would 
be deathless. 


E—ASKED me last night 

down on the beach, Luke,” 
she said when I freed her. “That's 
why we didn’t come by to see you. 
Olaf’s going to sea soon again. He 
wants us to be married next week. 
He’s got his master’s papers now. 
Olaf’s going to take me on his 
ship——” 

“Carrie, it was your heritage to 
sail away some day on your ship. 
I've always known that—always,” 
1 told her, remembering how this 
knowledge had ever been a knife 
in my own heart. “And Olaf’s the 
man. He—he’s loved you ever since 
we all went harefooted on the 
beach 

“Yes, he told me that last night. 
And, Luke, he said something else 
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Crazed with fear and self-loathing, I asked myself if, after all, I was not the worst kind of a man—a lying hypocrite. 


—something about you. Olaf said he’d been wanting 
to ask me a long time. But, he—he figured you loved 
me, too. He wanted to give you the first chance—— 


("5 bless him, Carrie,”’ I said, feeling on the verge 
of breaking down. “‘He’s se fine and true! Such a 
friend! I’ve always known, Carrie, that I was different 
from you all—always known the feeling seafaring folk 
have for my kind. If—if—it hadn’t been for you and— 
Olaf, I couldn't have stood it here on the island, knowing 
| was only an outsider.” me 

“Luke, Luke you musn't,” she cut in, gripping my 
hands. “You're not an outsider. You—you're one of us. 
We—love you, Luke,” she finished, a sob in her voice. 
Then came a flood of tears—tears that streamed down 
her cheeks unashamedly. 

What could they mean? 

Happiness brings tears to women’s eyes, while love 
makes them cry. This was the only answer to Carrie's 
tears, I told myself, leading her to the door. We stood 
there only a moment fogether. Then she ran down the 


path without a word—a glorious white rose that dis- 


appeared into the purple dusk. 
* * * * * * x 


Wedding bells were ringing out over Rice Island 
while I waited up in my room, struggling for some 


semblance of calm with which to perform the ceremony 
that would make my rose girl Olaf Sundberg’s wife. 
Sweet and clear rang the bells in the name of love! | 
tried to find my happiness in their music from the 
knowledge that they were heralding the happiness of my 
two best friends. I tried to realize that it is more 
blessed to give than to receive. 

But when a man loves as I loved Carrie, such happi- 
ness as one obtains from giving is a forlorn substitute 
for the cravings of a hungry heart. I will not try to say 
that I was not human enough up there in my room to 
wish it was my own wedding day. I did wish such a 
thing, for I could see all of the years stretching before 
me like vast empty corridors of time—sunless—starless ! 


OMETIME later a wedding march drifted up to 
me from the church. I got up, steeling myself for 
the heartbreak drama that was imminent. 

Carrie was coming up the aisle on the arm of old 
Captain Shearer, her cousin, as I faced the crowded 
little place of worship. When my eyes drank in her 
bridal loveliness, things began to swim before me. | 
could not recognize my people sitting way up in the front 
pews. Olaf Sundberg, a handsome blonde giant in his 
brand new blue suit, became dwarfed at my side as he 
waited for her to join him at the altar. 

Carrie's eyes were on the floor as [Turn to paye 137| 
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to the 


Woman 


Maybe He Just Wasnt 
Built for the 
Game; Maybe, After 
All, He Was 
Lily-Livered and— 


T WAS Kenny, grey-haired Kenny, king of copy- 

I readers, who first called my attention to young 

Veddal. In the lull after the first edition had gone 

to press, Kenny leaned back in his chair and brought me 

up-to-date on staff news, as one entitled, by previous 

length of service, and a five-year stint of foreign corres- 
pondence, to the inmost of office secrets. 

“Veddal,”” he said, “came just before the Old Man 
packed you off to Europe. His head and his heart often 
at desperate odds—and the devil to pay afterwards! 
The Old Man threatened to fire him time on end, but 
then you know the ©. M. And the boy can write, or 
could if he once broke loose!” 

Kenny hummed a little tune in a minor key. “What 
he'll! do when the Old Man goes, I don't know. No one 
else would understand like he does.” 

| queried: “The Old Man?” 

Kenny stared. 

“Didn't I tell you? 
got him! Humph! 
that news!” 

The considerable flutter in our dovecote as to who 
would succeed the Old Man, was quickly over. ©n that 
day when our beloved chief set his house in order, and 
we, with one accord, kept the “might watch” with him, 
Barton, the owner of our Express, blew in, and with him 
a stocky, clean-shaven individual, who possessed the eyes 
of an emporer, the chin of a tyrant, and a twist to the 
corners of his mouth that suggested humor—of a kind. 

We never found out who it was gave us away—sus- 
picion, for awhile, rested.on Tonson—but, at all events, 
this visit came along exactly with our little presentation 
to the Old Man. You could feel the atmosphere change. 


Nerves gone to pot; the game's 
| thought everybody had heard 


68 


It was charged with electricity. Quick as a flash, the Old 
Man saw danger, playing his last hand in behalf of the 
paper he loved. In a fiery little speech, he took loyalty 
as his text, and rang the changes on it. . . 

Kenny said, in my ear: “Wonder where young Veddal 
is? Hell eat his heart out for missing this!” 

When the Old Man had made an end, Barton intro- 
duced our new chief. We knew, instinctively, at sight 
and sound of him, that never in our speech, still less 
in our hearts, could he bear the traditional and affection- 
ate title of “the Old Man.” As it happened, Kenny 
coined our favorite terms for him. 


OOD gosh!” he said audibly. “We've caught a 

real gorilla this time! Heaven help all sensitive 
souls! Look at his mouth and chin! He’s a gorilla with 
the soul of a Nero!” 

We broke up quickly then, standing around, however, 
in pessimistic conversation, repressed by the fact we 
were sharing the same air with Barton and his new 
chief. It was at this stage that the elevator clicked, and 
young Veddal burst in upon us. 

“Good gracious!” he cried, dashed and _ breathless. 
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“Am | too late? Is it all over?” ‘There was some excite- 
ment welling up in him, though, and just then it over- 
flowed. “But I bring tidings, gentlemen! Woe and 
desolation! Who d’ye suppose Barton’s picked to take 
the dear Old Man’s place?” 

We tried frantically to shut him up, but he babbled on: 
“Garson Edwards, the old reprobate! He commanded 
my division in the war, and was as universally popular 
as a sku a 

He got our signals then, and saw the reason for them. 
He went white—he was a family man, and things were 
tight in newspaperdom at the time—and called feebly 
for a cigarette. Later, when I learned that Veddal had 
had a nasty run-in with Edwards in his military days, 
and rather got the best of him, | wondered still more 
that something dramatic did not happen at this crisis. 
Barton and Edwards stopped talking, and Edwards went 
a dull red, but that was all. Kenny laughed at me after- 
wards for my fears. : 

“Nero has control of friend gorilla,” he said. “The 
eyes leaped, and the mouth held in. Just wait, though, 
until Nero mounts the throne!” 

I have hinted that our journalistic world had fallen 


*Veddal! con- 
gratulations! 
That's the finest 
bit of writing I’ve 
seen in this 
office!”’ 


upon hard times. But it was ordained that the real 
decline should set in shortly after Edwards assumed 
command. To give the devil his due, Edwards set his 
hand to the task with supreme courage, working tremen- 
dously himself, and insisting on the last ounce from his 
men. 


MAN should not have previously married a 

woman!” Veddal exploded, one evening when we 
were embarking on some mutual assignment. “He com- 
mits bigamy when he is wedded to a job like this!” He 
smiled ruefully. “Kiddie’s birthday,” he said. “Candles 
just ready to go on the cake. Three years old today— 
first birthday she really understands. We were rather 
planning a few doo-dads and things, the missus and I 
. . . Then the telephone and here I am!” 

He began talking of conditions then, lamenting the fall 
of the axe on old Denby’s neck. Denby had outworn 
his usefulness in the service of the paper. “The axe 
isn’t back in the rack, either.”” said Veddal. “Can't 
blame Edwards particularly, I suppose. He’s acting 
according to his rights, and general tradition. When 
things get screwed up as tight as this it’s ‘Put it across— 
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or out into the street you go! That's how it goes.” 

It was characteristic of young Veddal that he buckled 
down under Edwards’ regime like a man. And for a 
time.’ while the axe rose and fell once or twice, no clash 
came between him and the managing editor. So much 
so, that I said to Kenny one day: 

“Well, Nero has been on the throne some time!” 

He looked at me and grunted: “Ever heard of that 
Chinese refinement of torture—water, drop by drop?” 
Then he buried himself in a pile of copy, and began 
murderously attacking the latest infliction of our most 
ingenuous cub. 


T WAS some days later that my eyes were opened to 
Kenny's meaning. And the club was the one who 
pried my lids up. I found this hero-worshipper—for 
Veddal had been a good friend to him—slashing angrily 
at his desk-top with a pair of shears. I suggested to 
him, in passing, that the Room wasn’t by any chance a 
wood-yard. He stared at me vacantly, then frothed over. 
“It's a beastly shame!’ he 
said, glad to vent himself aloud. 


He would grow tired of such 


we said it would pass. 
early morning alertness. Not he! He was at his best 
at that early hour, when the day and its doings were 
young, and he still had the errors of triumphs from the 
old freshly in mind. 

He would make the rounds, distributing praise and 
blame with most indecent lack of reserve. Well, we 
grew not to mind the publicity of it, winking behind his 
back, and chuckling in the trail of hts words—we who 
were hardened; but when he came to young Veddal’s 
desk, invariably a hush fell upon the place—as though 
the Room were a living entity with quivering nerves, 
fearful of a brutal thrust in its most sensitive part. 
Young Veddal used to look up at the M.E. with that 
ready, boyish smile of his, and then the M.E. would just 
stare in silence at him for a moment or two, and pass on. 

We didn't “get it” for the first few days, then Kenny, 
as usual, voiced our feelings. 

“An exquisite refinement,” he said. “Better the 
gorilla should charge its prey and have done!” 

Why Edwards changed his 
tactics at last, I do not know. 


“That old gorilla’s sent him on 
an assignment that would be an 
insult to me!” 

“Sent whom?” 

“Mr. Veddal! He's got his 
knife into him, and he gives him 
all the dirtiest jobs.”’ 

For the sake of discipline, I 
abruptly bade him mind his own 
business, but he gave me food 
for thought. 

Those were “jumpy” days 
for us. To come up ‘ehind a 
man and speak unexpectedly 
was a mortal insult. We were 
afraid of our shadows. The 
tension was not lessened by the 
knowledge that rival staffs were 
being cut down. At lunch, in 
familiar haunts, we met some of 
the wastage of this ebb tide. 

Others than young Veddal 
swallowed insults; but on him 
the weiring process began to 
tell. We knew, all of us, that 
the screws were being put upon 
him, and cowards that we were, 
we held our peace . . . 


all possible.” 


the-—” 


paper.” 


The Managing Editor turned 
to young Veddal. 
“You were to get a photo- 


graph of the Borniss kid if at 
“I didn’t find it—possible, 
the Herald did. 


felt it wasn’t fair—” 

“Wasn't what?” 

“Fair to the woman, sir. If 
you'll let me explain—” 

‘Keep your explanations... 
you haven't the faintest concep- 
tion, Veddal, of loyalty to your 


Perhaps he misread the victim's 
smile; perhaps the tightening 
of the tension in our little world 
forced him into more open war- 
fare. 

I remember it as a sleety, 
bitter November day, one of 
those mornings when one swal- 
lows breakfast shiveringly, 
under artificial light, dons go- 
loshes, and prays that. having 
once deposited them by his desk 
in the Room, the local world 
may choose to be drab and dull, 
and not call a man forth into the 
slush and mud of its streets. 


Why 


Y ALL the decencies, the 

M.E. should have courted 
his own fireside and arrived late. 
Instead, he surprised the first 
sleepy office boy who entered 
shiveringly with a soggy bundle 
of morning newspapers. Ed- 
wards grabbed a copy or two, 
and buried himself in his sanc- 
tum, from which, presently, it 
seems, there came, first laugh- 


| touched on it one day, blun- 
deringly enough, I fear. Young 
Veddal was sitting over some copy, staring vacantly 
hefore him, most distressedly. 

“The M.E.?” said Ve ldal. coming back from his 
distant country of thought. “‘No—I wasn’t thinking of 
him, old man. Fact is, my—my missus has been under 
the weather. Doctor’s got me kind of scared, I s‘pose!” 
His smile struggled through. “There's the aftermath of 
specialists, too . . . For professional services rendered 
—you know what I mean!” 


TRIED to hint at my own modest bank balance, but 

he shied like a nervous horse, and I didn't press the 
point. 

It is the custom in our office for all the reportorial staff 
to take a hand in the routine and monotonous work of 
clipping and condensing the morning papers. It was 
always rather a family time for the Room: the Old Man 
kept strictly away. Imagine, then, the horror of the 


Room when our new chief blundered in upon this sacred 
Shrugging our shoulders, 


hour! \We were scandalized. 


i) 


ter. and then an explosion of 
wrath. 

There were perhaps thirty of us in the Room when the 
M.E. emerged; editors, assistants, copy-readers, “make- 
up” men, reporters . . . the family pretty well assem- 
bled. He went straight over to Tonson. 

“Congratulations, Tonson!” he boomed. “I see the 
morning fellows have swallowed your bait—hook, line, 
and sinker!" 

Now Tonson, of all men on the staff, was least popular. 
A smooth, suave fellow, with a cleft chin, and a bad eye, 
he had toadied to the M.E. from the first. In the old 
days, the Old Man had called him a four-flusher ; told 
him he’d not dirty his fingers firing him, but that if he 
were a man, he'd write his resignation. I forget the prov- 
ocation, but ©.M. knew as well as the rest of us, that 
Tonson went with the second Barton girl, and was 
“unfirable.” Tonson was a whale on scoops, but his ways 
were peculiar, and he had a clever way of juggling the 
truth. It seemed that now he had set the morning paper 
johnnies on the wrong scent—in all apparent honesty and 
good comradeship—and calmly appropriated the real 
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field of a police. scandal for himself. It put the M.E. in 
great good humor. 

Good humor! We were staggered by it! The tide 
of praise rose and flooded the whole Room—or, more 
properly speaking, the Staff end of it, and we, who had 
been living in the shoals, and fearful enough of stranding, 
swam in it—poor fish! 


HE M.E. had a good word for everyone. Even the 

cub earned a grunting approval about some two-stick 
squib he had done, that doubtless set him dreaming 
wildly. 

And then, suddenly, it struck us to think of young 
Veddal ; he was over in the corner by the window, putting 
a finish on a favorite brand of pencil he affected. The 
tide of glory and good humor had washed all about him, 
and still he stood upon his shoal . . . I am convinced he 
exaggerated the point on his pencil, hoping the M.E. 
would go, and that he might unobtrusively take his place 
at his desk again. And I am convinced, too, that Edwards 
saw that very thing. He stood around, chafing some of 
the men pleasantly, but with his emporer’s eyes half on 
the corner by the window. Veddal could not go on 
sharpening his pencil forever . . . He had to move 
directly under the battery of the M.E.’s 
eyes. Instinctively the Room grew tense 
. . . We felt that today the weight of a 
silent stare would be unbearable. Young 


Veddal’s face was white as a sheet as he came forward 
. . . he reached the battery, faced it, went red and white, 
moved blindly on. 

“Veddal!” 

He turned uncertainly, as if he might have imagined 
that quiet call. 

“Veddal!” said the M.E. again, and with a twist to his 
lips. “What d’ye think this journalistic game is? Parlor 
croquet, where it’s rude to jostle your neighbors?” 

Young Veddal tried to stammer : “I don’t think I know, 
sir, just what you mean——”’ 

Edwards turned to us. “Any of you fellows notice 
the Herald’s handling of that Borniss case, and ours?” 

Tonson said he had. We shot him a glance as bitter 


as our silence. The M.E. turned to young Veddal again. — 


R. BROWN tells me he distinctly instructed you 
to get a photograph of the Borniss kid if at all 
possible.” 
That steadied Veddal, we saw. He said simply: “I 
didn’t find it—possible, sir!” 
“But the Herald did. Was he there before or after 


you?” 
“No, sir, after me!” [Turn to page 84] 


. . . some things 
of the kids, too. 
She forgot I was 
there. 
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I Sped Over the Desert Road at Night— Alone— 


Another Midnight Story 


provisions, clothing, bedding, and what not, to take 

to my little house out on the Mojave Desert, one 
hundred and thirty miles distant. I had owned it for a 
long time. I adored it. It was quaint, attractive, and the 
fascinating lure of the desert was innoculated into every 
hoard and shingle, nook and cranny of it. Then, too, 
it was a good income proposition. Every year, from 
early fall to late spring, during the six months known 
as the tourist season, I rented it advantageously to city 
folk suffering from ennui, people who were worn and 
weary from trying to keep pace with business and social 
demands in the booming town. 

In the midst of my activities. Myra Bland phoned. 

“Oh, my dear!" she exclaimed in her explosive way. 
“I'm giving a dinner party tonight, awfully informal, 
but heaps of fun. You've got to come.” 

“But | can't. It's quite impossible. I'm about to 
start for the desert, car all packed with a quart of tur- 
pentine, my nightie, a gallon of house paint, manicure 
scissors, new broom, and other various varieties of 
domestic and feminine paraphernalia. If I start early, 
I'll get there before dark.” 

“Wait and go tomorrow,” insisted Myra. 

“No,” I declared emphatically. “I’ve got to get that 
place in shape to rent right away. No time to waste on 
your soup, salad, and frivolity.” 


] WAS rushing about, packing my car with paint, 


UT one day won't make a whit of difference,” she 

commented impatiently. “You still have a few 
days of life ahead of you. If you live sixty years longer, 
which you certainly will, for you're peppy and vigorous, 
you have twenty-one thousand, nine hundred‘days, more 
or less, remaining in which to mop floors, paint wood- 
work, and annihilate dirt. No time? Nonsense! Time 
is inexhaustible. Time is eternal. Don’t be silly. Come 
to my dinner. I’m having Felix Zandone, the noted 
engineer who built the famous Arapaham Dam.” 

At this, I was interested. “No! Really!” I exclaimed. 
How did you manage it? I’ve heard he avoided social 
functions as he would the plague.”’ 

“Yes—treally!” replied Myra. “How'd I manage it? 
Easy enough. He's an old schoolmate of Jack’s. For 
a long time I’ve had my heart set on you and Felix 
getting acquainted. Well, are you coming?” 

My hesitancy was short-lived. Felix Zandone was the 
one man in the world I earnestly desired to meet. He 
was a thinker, a worker in broad fields, a power among 
men. 

“Yes—I'll be there,” I answered eagerly. 

“Hurtah!” shouted Myra. “I knew you couldn't 
resist. Don’t be late Six-thirty sharp. Doll up your 
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prettiest,”’ she admonished. “Good-by.”” Slam-bang! 

“Well, I'm in for another adventure,” I thought 
excitedly. I had supposed I was through with men, but 
here I was, expectant and happy over the prospect 
of another entanglement. However, | kept right on 
with my packing, for I had definitely decided to start on 
my trip immediately after the dinner. 

It would be a rare experience to speed over the miles of 
road at night—alone! At that late hour there wouldn’t 
be much travel and I'd have the world pretty much to 
myself. The freedom, the exhilaration, the starlight, the 
fragrance of fields, would be wonderful. Then, too, the 
daring and deviltry of it appealed to me; also the thought 
that at the end of the nocturnal journey, I'd find my 
blessed little desert-house, and rest, and peace. 


WICE a year I made this trip, always at the close 

of the season, for a brief joy-spell of my own, and 
to see that the place was properly barred and bolted for 
its months of hot emptiness, again at the beginning of the 
season to open it up, renovate furniture and woodwork, 
paint the floors, wash and iron curtains, replace bedding, 
and make the little house immaculate and attractive inside 
and out. I did most of the work myself. Redecorating, 
and putting everything into spic and span shape was a 
vacational delight. Teas and bridge parties held no lure, 
compared with holding communion with desert hours. | 
worked hard. I dug right in, fearlessly, gleefully. After 
all. work, real work, is a healthful outlet for super- 
abundant energy and emotion. I[t is mental and moral 
salvation, for a woman especially. Prinking and preen- 
ing, dancing and vamping, novel reading and bon-bon 
guzzling don’t get one anywhere. 

To be a widow, rather good-looking, if I do say it, 
with a lot of property to look after, is not all that it’s 
cracked up to be. In the first place, widows are con- 
sidered the legitimate prey for all gay male philanderers, 
and when said widows have attached to them, in addition 
to individuality and personal attractiveness, lands and 
houses of considerable value, they are persistently and 
often violently pursued. 

Men had so pestered me with propositions and pro- 
posals, which | intuitively knew were based entirely on 
selfish motives, that, unfortunately, I was inclined to sus- 
pect every trousered individual who breezed across my 
trail, of being bent on perfecting some diabolical scheme. 
Of course I knew there were nice men, but since my wid- 
owhood it had been my despicable luck to meet only the 
ratty fortune-hunters—or worse. Therefore, I was on 
the defensive as far as men were concerned. 

Although Myra had assured me that her dinner would 
be informal, I knew from experience what her dinners 
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I knew I looked frowsy, but somehow I didn’t care. 


were like. Consequently, | put on my most gorgeous 
evening gown—orchid and gold—a gold wreath in my 
hair, gold slippers and gold-embroidered hose. Instead 
of my brocaded evening wrap, however, | slipped into 
my heavy motor coat. | put my warm sport suit, my 
tennis shoes and stockings, on the seat of my car where 
they'd be handy, intending after | left Myra’s, to shed 
my dinner gown and get into my outing togs, for my 
dainty evening things were decidedly unsuited to mid- 
night motoring on a desert road. 

When the dinner was in full swing, Myra, at whose 
right I was seated, leaned over and whispered 

“You are marvelously beautiful tonight. You've cer- 
tainly made a hit with my lion,” glancing toward Zan- 
done. “He hasn't looked at anything, or anyone else 
since you arrived.” 

My glance followed hers, and again, just as when | 
was introduced to him earlier in the evening, | experi- 
enced the most surprising up-to-the-minute sensations— 
vibrating, thrilling, painfully glorious. Looking into his 
eyes, hearing his voice, I felt as if I'd known him for- 
ever; that I'd continue knowing him to the end of time, 
continue liking him, continue believing in him. My 
thoughts flew back to the junk-heap of so-called men, 
and of blow-flies I'd examined and discarded. I was 
thankful I was free—free to accept what the gods now 
seemed to be offering. 


“Now don’t be stand-offish with him,” admonished 
Myra, evidently recalling my propensity for snubbing. 
“You'd sure be a pair of aces.” 

Usually Myra’s blunt remarks amused me, but in this 
instance I wished she’d keep still. 1 was floating on the 
crest of silver dream-clouds, and her frivolous observa- 
tions annoyed me, and brought me out of the heights 
with a thud. 


O YOU know,” she said, addressing the guests 
generally, and putting her hand affectionately on 
mine, “this girl insisted this morning when I invited her, 
that she couldn't come, wouldn't come, tonight, because 
she had planned to go to the desert to renovate her old 
shack, and hob-nob with lizards and desert rats. I had 
the time of my life convincing her that she could just as 
well go tomorrow—that we all needed her—wanted her 
—with us tonight.” 

I hadn't expected to tell anyone of my contemplated 
wild night ride, but at this point, in a spirit of mischief, 
spiced with bravado, | laughingly announced 

“But I’m not going tomorrow; I'm going tonight.” 

“Tonight!” everybody gasped simultaneously. 

“Of course. Why not? The night ride will be per- 
fectly splendid. I’m looking forward to the trip,” | 
declared, in my merriest mood. 

“Youll do nothing of the sort,” [Turn to page 117] 
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So | Phoned 


Cyn That 
I Couldn't 
Get Away. 
I Knew 

It Was 
Wrong 
But— 


NDIAN summer moonlight drifted through the din- 
ing-room’s wide flung French doors. It was like 
the soft touch of a silver wand, enchanting me as it 

had already enchanted the tree-shadowed lawns and 
gardens of our Long Island estate that sloped down to the 
glittering Sound. 

For the moment | quite forgot that I was the bride of 
the fifty-year-old man across the formal table. Once 
more | was Natalie Judson. Again the moonlight was 
calling me, calling to my twenty years. It seemed to say 
that | belonged out in its silver spaces where life was 
voung and free, and not in a gilded cage where a solemn 
butler served me with grandness; where a French maid 
watched my every move; where a suspicious husband 
entertained me at bridge and mah jong with elderly 
friends. All the suppression I had practiced for three 
months kindled sudden revolt inside of me. I would 
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demand that Edmund Hartridge take me out into the 
night where there was music, dancing, song, young faces 
and voices! I would make him unlock the gilded cage! 
I would 

“The Jamesons are coming in for bridge tonight, 
Natalie.” 

My husband’s words broke the spell moonlight had 
cast over me; smashed the rebellious determinations of 
my heart into bits. It was just as if the door had been 
half-opened to my gilded cage then snapped shut before 
I had a chance to escape. 

“I'm sorry,” I blurted, turning from the vision of 
silver night that had called me as in the days before my 
marriage of convenience. 

“Sorry ?” he questioned, his shrewd, lawyer eyes seem- 
ing to penetrate me. Edmund was ever on the alert to 
discover some convicting evidence as to my rebellion 
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Little hammers began tap, 
tap, tap.. 


against the scheme of life | accepted when | became his 
wife. One of the cleverest attorneys in New York, he 
had not married me blinded to the differences that exist 
hetween twenty and fifty years. He had taken the risk 
entailed by these known differences with cool calculation, 
secretly watchful for signs to prove that the differences 
were about to interfere with his schemes. 

“Y—es,” I returned. It was too early to make demands 
of Edmund Hartridge. A year, or so, and my chances 
with him might be more equal. I hoped. “You know 
they play abominable bridge. Anybody but the Jamesons 
at bridge——" 

“We can make it mah jong, then. Jameson is an ex- 
pert there,” he cut in, in his calmly deliberate sort of way. 
Edmund was always the cool, confident lawyer, even at 
his dinner table. Often I secretly believed that he and 
Stevens, our butler, must have been brothers under the 


skin because they were both so damnably cool and con- 
fident about everything they did and said. 

“Mah jong’s alf wet,” I said, lapsing into slang to ap- 
pear casual. 

“All wet,” he mused, a knowing little smile on his lips. 
My slang always brought such a smile to his lips, and it 
always succeeded in annoying me, for he never criticized 
the slang. He merely let me know he tolerated it by the 
smile. “Well, my dear, just what is your fancy tonight ? 
A motor ride, perhaps ?” 

Motor ride, with old chattering Jameson in the ton- 
neau, and his fat wife taking up more than her share of 
the seat, squashing me into a corner! Good Lord, no! 
I'd rather be a -bridge martyr than that! Suddeniy 
revolt kindled in my heart again. 

“Edmund, why not take us down to the Sound Club 
for a while? There is music, and dancing there. It 
would be fun over a highball or two,” I said, speaking 
in an everyday sort of voice. 


HE man in faultless dinner clothes then studied me 
shrewdly before he answered. I realized what was 
in his mind. 
“That place is always wild in the summer. You know, 
I said I never go there except in early spring. It’s 
tolerable then. With the crowd of young—er—flappers, 
or whatever you wish to call them, home from college, 
it’s like a mad Bedlam now. And, anyhow, I want to 
turn in very early this evening. I must be away early. 
Breakfast at eight. I forgot to tell you that I am going 
to Chicago in the morning for an important conference.” 
I made every possible effort to keep him from realizing 
the effect of this last statement on me. For, as he 
mentioned going to Chicago, it seemed as if once more 
my gilded cage had been unlocked. Edmund masked his 
own thoughts so completely that | appeared to be 
successful in mv effort. However, I never could be 
sure. 

“This is rather sudden. and unexpected. isn’t it?” 
I asked, happily curious. The thought of being left 
home alone was like the anticipation of freedom to a 
prisoner. 

“Yes, a conference over the Harrison case. Things 
have suddenly shifted to Chicago. I may be there a 
few days, or a week,” he answered. 

A few days, or a week! Things began to swim 
around the room before my eyes as the silver moon- 

light seemed to flood through the French doors and fill 
the spaces. Now it was like a voice of temptation. And 
somewhere deep down in my young heart, I answered 
this temptation. A few days, or a week! 


FE TOOK our dessert in silence, moving into the 

drawing-room for coffee later. There the Jamesons 
joined us, the thin old man beginning his senile chatter 
the moment he crossed the threshold, and his enormous 
wife magically reducing the vastness of the room by her 
waddling presence. 

“Ah! She favors black tonight,”’ rattled Jameson, 
taking in my midnight charmeuse as he patted my hand. 
Somehow his grazing old fingers and his cleverly phrased 
compliments always made me feel queer all over—as if 
| wanted to push him into a chair and run away! 

“As I said at the Hawkins dinner last week, a black 
gown is all the feminine strategy Natalie Hartridge need 
employ for any purpose she has in mind,” he was saying. 
“A prince might easily throw his chances for a crown 
in the Thames when you wear black,” he whispered, 
alluding to the fact that Wales had paid me quite a bit 
of dancing attention during his Long Island visit. 

“Shall it be mah jong?” Edmund asked from the 
drawing-room. 
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Mah jong won the count, and we went out to the 
screened veranda. Time and time again, my glances and 
dreams wandered away from the game, drifting to the 
road that ran by our place like a white ribbon; to the 
cars that flashed by with humming tires; to the silvered 
water and the moving and anchored yachts and boats, 
their lights as glamorous as fire-flies in the night. 


OMORROW night! I will go down that road 
.L somewhere; somewhere there is youth; there is 
music; there is Life . . . freedom!” a voice thundered 
in my heart. 


* * * * * 


My first move toward the freedom that I craved was 
to give Marie the afternoon and night off. With Edmund 
on his way to Chicago, and out of sight, Marie was the 
last barrier between me and what I wanted. With her 
gone, the coast would be 
clear. 


Dressed, | downed a high-ball, and went down to the 
veranda to wait for the time when I would step out of 
my gilded cage, and fly down the road to an adventure 
in freedom! 

The Sound was aglow with sunset colors, and the 
countryside of rolling green, landscaped, and dotted by 
fine white houses, seemed softer and more glamorous in 


the tides of shifting lights and shades. With recurrent 
thrills I waited for the clock to strike five-thirty, and 
1 would start eastward down that fascinating ribbon of 
a road to meet Cynthia, and the two Yale boys. The 
very thought was electrifying ! 

A clock chimed the half-hour. I went indoors. At 
the side door leading to my garage I paused long enough 
to draw a shimmering black mantilla around me. My 
hand on the knob, I stopped in the act of turning it, 
startled by a peal of the front door-bell. Setting the 
bottle of Scotch down on a nearby table, I took a step 

toward the front door. 
Suddenly I turned back, 


She accepted the unex- 
pected holiday with her 
French effusiveness. She 
was quite a person, that 
Marie! If I had not in- 
tuitively suspected she was 
in Edmund’s secret employ . 
to report everything about 
me, her charming, piquant 
friendliness would have 
easily camouflaged her es- 
pionage. But a woman 
cannot fool the woman 
who instinctively knows 
she is under surveillance. 
From my first few days 
at Edmund's country 
place, I had recognized 
Marie as my enemy, en 
masque. 

My plans were simple 
enough. I called Cynthia 
Glendon, who _ promised 


letters mean to us. 


in many ways. 


touch. 


What About ItP 


Have you written to us? If you have read 
Smart Ser regularly | know you'll agree that 
it is improving month by month. 

You'd be surprised to know just what your 
When you tell us the type 
of story you like, there's a record made of it. 
And soon you may find your ideas cropping out 


Of course we can’t dance to everybody's fid-— 
dle, but there are times when we can take your 
suggestions and move mountains with them. 

I'd like to know just how near it conforms 
with your idea of a magazine with the personal 


There are three prises offered: first, $25.00; 


shrugging my shoulders. 
Whoever was ringing the 
bell could not be in- 
terest to me. No one 
would be calling that I 
cared to see. I passed into 
the garage and entered my 
coupe. There was a longer 
peal of the front door bell 
just before the motor 
purred into efficient life. 
It was my intention to 
dash down the long sweep 
of driveway without so 
much as a look at the 
front veranda. But curi- 
osity got the best of me. 
With a sound of suddenly 
applied brakes my coupe 
came to a quick stop. I 
called out to the strange 
young man on the porch 
in a voice deliberately 


with great gusto to have luring : 

pare pcr om Yale boys second, $10.00; third, $5.00. Ill read your oe you looking for 
over at her house about letter and then tell you what | think of it, even someone ?” 

six. We would go out to if it doesn't win a prize. “I—I beg your par- 


dinner and dance. Cyn- 
thia’s enthusiasm was that 


of the girl who adores the judges. 


Contest closes October 15th; prises will be 
awarded November ist. 


don,” he answered, hurry- 
ing down the steps with 
the ease and grace of a 
perfectly muscled athlete. 
“My car's about to blow 


The editors will be 


being in on something 
that’s forbidden. She 
knew the party would 


have to be a “q.t.” affair 

for fear Edmund might learn of my going out. She 
devilishly promised to introduce me as Natalie Judson, 
saving I must leave my wedding ring and married voice 
at home. 

I dressed for the party with a feeling of fire in my 
veins—soft, delicious, tingly sort of fire such as I used 
to feel before my marriage. only as Natalie Hartridge 
the fire was more fiery. It’s always that way when 
something is forbidden! 

Remembering old Jameson’s chatter about my powers 
in black, I selected a brand new imported evening dress 
that my modiste had said (hoping to sell me the dress, 
of course) made me look like a graceful flame against 
ebony! She meant the black dress made my bronze hair 
more fiery looking. 

“Maybe this will help me send Yale down for the 
count,”” | mused, snugging the dress down to my rather 
slim lines. 


up by your gate—out of 
water,” he explained. 

For a tiny second I took my eyes off the hatless 
blonde giant. A big green racer was steaming away like 
a hot water geyser in Yellowstone Park. Also, in that 
fractionary period of time I reacked a conclusion of im- 
portance. The white knickered, young man was going 
to constitute my evening’s adventure, despite my date 
with Cyn and her two boy friends. It was the old story 
of a bird in the hand being worth two in the bush. This 
man was my idea of romantic adventure. The Yale 
boys might be flat tires! 


ONSEQUENTLY, I took off my evening wrap and 

stepped out of the machine. The effect seemed 

magical. The man involuntarily whistled softly under 
his breath. I felt certain of success, after that. 


“Come with me and I will show you the water,” I 
said. 
I don’t know just . . 


“You will want a pail or something to carry it in. 


“Please don't let me hold you up. I'll just sing out 
and see if a servant can't fix me. I—I didn’t mean to 
bother you 

“There aren't any servants around. Off for the day, 
| cut in."” Come on, I'll find a pitcher—or something.” 

The man followed. Through a mirror I caught him 
studying me. 


HUNT in the dining-room brought forth a large 
beaten silver pitcher. | filled it with water and 
shoved it into his hands. 

“Too bad, it’s so small! You'll have to make a dozen 
trips to fill your radiator,” | said. Suddenly an idea 
struck me. I turned to the man. ‘Would it hurt to 
drive up to the garage here. There's a hose you could 
use and save a lot of trouble.” 

Inwardly I thought this would also save a lot of time 
for my own purpose. I didn’t want to linger. I was 
rearing to go. 

There was a roar like summer thunder coming up the 
driveway. And then the steaming car of the white- 
knickered young man hove in sight. 

When he leaned over to turn on the water spigot, a 
silver flask fell from his hip and to the ground near me. 
We both stared at the flask. Simultaneously we broke 
into a laugh. Suddenly I stopped laughing and reached 
down for the silver container. 

“It's spilling—it’s spilling,” I cried, kneeling to pick 
it up. He was on his knees almost at the same time. | 
handed him the flask rightside up. Our fingers grazed 
each other in that moment. Little hammers began tap, 
tap, tap in my wrists! 

“Too bad,” I sympathized, looking down at the thin 
stream of amber fluid coursing toward the garage drain. 

“The best Scotch I’ve hit this summer,” returned the 


“I’m sorry, 
sir, that I 
kept your 
daughter 
out solate.”’ 


young man; “| guess a 
bump knocked the top 
loose. Have to get it x 
fixed tomorrow. No good without a top.” 

“No, it'll only run out of your pocket, and the cops 
may scent you for a bootlegger,”’ | smiled. 

“Do—you ever take a snort—I mean a drink?” he 
asked. 

“I've just had a highball.” 

“Yes? You've got a start on me. I haven't touched 
a drop since the party at the Sound Club last night. 
Belong over there?” he asked. 

We did. But I didn't admit it, merely saying it 
looked like a good club. I’d seen lots of the members 
motoring over. Regular fellows, I thought. Bet they 
were good fun. I would join later after becoming better 
acquainted in the neighborhood, | told him. 

“Oh, stranger here, eh?” 

“From Westchester,” | said. 

A moment later we went into the house to mix a high- 
hall, utterly forgetful of the thirsty racer, still shooting 
out geysers of steam as the unchecked motor raced on. 
One shot apiece, and a party was on the way. We had 
told each other our real names! 

“Nobody home?” he asked, making a_ semi-circle 
gesture with his free arm. “Where's the mother and 
dad?” 

His question went to my vanity [Turn to page 110] 
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Mrs. J. L. M., 
Norfolk, Va. 


IM: “I once loved a girl, and she made a monkey 
out of me.” 

Her: “My! What a lasting impression some people 
make.” 

W. E. V., 
Memphis, Tenn. 

AT and Mike were visiting the zoo. They were 

standing in front of the kangaroo cage. “Mike, what 
is this animal ?” asked Pat. 

“Why, Pat, I’m surprised at your ignorance. Any 
school child in America could tell you what that animal 
is. 

“Well, I don’t know what it is; tell me.” 

“That is a kangaroo, a native of Australia.” 

“Is that a native of Australia?...My God! My sister 
married one of them things.” 


* * * * + * * 


M.A., 


Fontenac, Kan. 


NEGRO went into a bank to get a check cashed. 
He stood in line a long time. Just as he got to the 
window an inspector announced, “The bank is busted.” 
Negro—“What vou all mean, the hank is busted?” 
Inspector—“Well, it is. It’s busted. Didn't you ever 
hear of a bank being busted before?” 
Negro—“Yassah, but ah nevah had one bust right in 
mah face befo’.” 


Miss I.. M., 
Venice, Calif. 
H' »W come you's in jail again, Roosevelt ?” 
“Jes’ a case mistaken idennity.” 
“Who did dey mistake you foh?” 
“Didn't mistake me foh nobody. Ah mistook a pro'bi- 
tion agent fo’ a customah.” 


Told by SMart 


Stafford Springs, Conn. 
OUNG WIFE: “The post offices are very careless 
sometimes, don’t you think ?” 
Sympathetic Friend : “Yes, dear; why?’ 
Same Wife: “Fred sent a postal from Philadelphia, 
where he is staying on business, and the silly post office 
put an Atlantic City postmark on it.” 


Mrs. J. H. 
Knox City, Mo. 
OES he always chase it like that?” 
“Every time.” 
“What's the big idea?” 
“Couldn't tell ye. But what gits my goat is what the 
thunder he'd do with it if he ever ketched it.” 


* * + * * * * 


P.. 
Corinth, Miss. 
COW BOY, who had had more experience in deal- 
ing with cows than with women, married an 
Eastern woman. After spending a year with her on the 
ranch, he returned to the East for a visit. 
“Where is your wife?” inquired one of his friends. 
“Oh, yes. Why, that woman slipped on the ice last 
winter and fell, broke her leg, and I had to shoot her.” 


* * * * * * * 


J. W., 
Ogden, Utah. 
E had been dining too well, und, hailing a taxi, he 
crawled in, after giving the driver his destination. 
It so happened that the opposite door had been left un- 
iatched, and stumbling against it, the too far gone one 
fell outside again. He picked himself up with difficulty 
and accosted the driver. 
“Thash pretty quick work,” he said. 
I owe you?” 


“How mush do 
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SET Readers 


W. E., 
New York City. 
R. AND MRS. LOWENSTINE, from Aburg, 
decided to take a week’s outing at Atlantic City. 
While making the rounds they came across an aviator 
who was giving exhibition flights. The old Jew inquired 
the price of a flight for himself and wife. 

“Fifteen dollars for ten minutes, or twenty-five dol- 
lars for twenty-five minutes.” 

After considerable parleying the aviator said, ‘Tell 
you what I'll do. I will take you up for absolutely noth- 
ing on the condition that whatever stunts that I do in 
the air, you will make no outcry of apy sort. In the 
event that you scream or express any signs of fear, you 
are to pay me twenty-five dollars.” The Jew readily 
agreed to this. It seemed as if the aviator never did 
such daring stunts—-nose dives, tail spins, and loop the 
loop. The Jew was perfectly quiet. When the aviator 
landed he turned to the Jew, took the Jew’s hand, and 
complimented him on his daring. 

“Your trip will cost you absolutely nothing. Wasn’t 
there any time during the trip that you felt like 
screaming ?” 

“Only one time,” replied the Jew. 

“And when was that?” asked the flyer. 

“Dot vus ven Rebecca fell oudt.”’ 


* * * * * * 


M. E. H., 
San Antonio, Tex. 
MAN ordered a tombstone for his deceased wife. 
On the stone was to be inscribed the words, 
LORD, SHE WAS THINE. 

The stonecutter did not have room to carve the last 
letter, which meant that the man was quite horrified 
when he went to his wife’s grave and read, LORD, SHE 
WAS THIN. 


D. W.., 
Winston-Salem, N. C. 

UST after the return of two colored soldiers from 

France, they were standing on the corner talking about 
their plans. 

“You know what I’se gonna do now: I’se gonna git 
me a white suit o’ clothes, a white hat, white shoes, and 
white tie, and I’m gonna go ’mongst the white folks,” 
one of them bragged. 

There was a lapse of time. 

“You know what I'se gonna do? I’se gonna git me a 
black suit, a black hat, black shoes, and a black tie.” the 
other one said. 

“Say you is? An’ what you gwina do?” 

“T’se gwine to yo’ fun’ral. dat’s all.” 


1. H., 

Salt Lake City, Utah. 

IMID WOMAN: “Look here, my man! You're 
a cheat, a rogue, a scoundrel, and a scamp, to boot. 

That parrot you sold me—do you remember it?” 

Bold Man: “Yes, madam.” 

Ditto Woman: “Don’t talk back. That parrot has 
never spoken a word since you sold it to me. 1] have 
been treated disgracefully—I shall put the matter in the 
hands of my lawyer and inave you prosecuted. That 
parrot, | say, has not spoken a word—” 

Ditto Man: “But, madam, give the poor bird a chance.”’ 

* * * * * * * 

Miss B. S., 

Dublin, Texas. 
HREE-YEAR-OLD Billy was asked by his father 
to step into a dark room to get a newspaper. Billy 

was afraid of the dark, so hesitated about going. 

“Billy,” said his mother, “you know that you are not 

afraid to go into that room. Why, dear, God is in there.” 

Billy walked to the door and breathed out: “Say, 
God, hand Daddy his paper.” 

* * * * * 

Orillia, Ont. 

DITOR: “And is this your own joke?” 
Writer: “Yes, | made it up myself.” 
Editor: “Well, you're older than you look.” 


O. M. H., 
Badger, Minn. 
TRANGER: “Is this a healthful town?” 
Citizen: “Why, I reckon it is. When I landed 


here, | was so weak that I couldn't walk across the room; 
I had to be lifted from my bed and carried. I couldn't 
utter a word. I had only a few hairs on my head.”’ 
Stranger: “How wonderful! And how long have 
you lived in this town?” 
Citizen: “I was born here.” 
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I Was Tied to Mother's 
Apron- 
Strings 


Into the Life of — 
Every Man Comes the | 
Urge, the Long- 
ing to Get Beyond the 
Hills and See 
What Lies Out There. 


A PROBLEM STORY 


HERE is nothing on earth to be compared with 

mother love. But nothing can compare with the tor- 
ments of hell that a jealous mother’s love can cause. For 
children can he loved too well. 

That, | think, is what is wrong in my case. My mother 
loves me too well; loves me to the point of jealousy. 
She has done everything in her power to make me happy. 
But she cannot bear to have me go away from her. She 
won't let me live my own life. Mother wants me to be 
a success and wants to be the one to make me a success. 
She resents everything I do without her consent. She 
even wants to choose my companions for me. 

And when I remonstrate with her, she will always 
say, “What I do for you is my duty, and I cannot neglect 
it.” 

Why can’t she realize that the duty of training children 
ceases when they reach maturity ; that her only duty then 
is to advise. 

I am a man a few years past the age of maturity. Yet, 
I am literally tied to my mother’s apron-strings. I have 
been offered a fine position in a distant city and it holds 
a wonderful future. But Mother does not want me to 
take it, as I will have to be away from home. 

I intend to accept the position, but Mother still pleads 
with me not to go. 

What am I to do? 

I put that question to a man I know. He did not 
answer my question. Instead he told me the story of his 
life. And a surprising story it was. It indirectly an- 
swered my question and moved me to a decision. | 


This is the story as it was told to me, then and there: 


* * * * * e .* 

NTO the life of every man comes the urge, the long- 
I ing to get beyond the hills of his surroundings and 

see what lies out beyond. Some men answer that 
urge; some do not. 

I am one of the men who did not. Not because I did 
not want to answer the call beyond the hills ; that longing 
is still in my heart. My story is of the man who stayed 
at home. My life is a longing with only a void before. 

I have everything that ought to make a man happy, but 
God knows I'm not. For after all. it is not what we have 
that makes us happy, but what we enjoy. And there is 
nothing I can enjoy. There is only that longing for what 
might have been. 

God knows I am not to blame for the invisible wreck 
of my life—invisible wreck because no one knows my 
inmost thoughts. No one would believe | am unhappy. 
No! Not even my mother, though she is to blame. Not 
even my wife knows. 

I always loved my mother, and I do yet. My wife is 
dear to me, but not beloved.~ All because of the mother 
who would not understand her boy. . 

I know it would kill my mother to learn that she had 
failed in my ambitions. I am able to make her think 
she has succeeded. For the trouble with Mother was 
that she had ambitions of her own for my future life. 
She never stopped to think I might have ambitions ; that 


I would want to live my own life. [Turn to page 127] 
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Marvelous 


Discovery 
Grows hair in 


New 


half usual time 


Milady! If you are tired of your “bob,” but hate to think of waiting 
an eternity for your hair to grow out again; or if your hair is thin 
and scraggly and you want the thick, fluffy “bob” that Fashion 


demands—here is the best news you’ve had in many a day! 


For science has. discovered a new 
liquid that will grow your “Bob” 
back to normal, or make it stylishly 
fluffy, in a remarkably short time— 
giving you thicker, curlier, lovelier 
hair than you ever had before. 


Sir! If your hair is coming out, getting thin 
in spots; if dandruff and itching scalp are 
iking you uncomfortable and bringing 
you face to face with the thing that all men 
dread—baldness—then there's just as good 
news for you. Because this great discovery 
will positively stop falling hair, eradicate 
dandruff, itching scalp and—provided the 
roots of your hair are not totally dead— 
quickly bring your hair back to sich, 
luxuriant growth. 


Where there is a need, Science 
finds a way 


Hairgro is the most powerful hair growing 
product Science has ever known. It ts made 
from a formula of my own, discovered after 
years of experiment. It is rich in hair 
nourishing elements. And the average 
human scalp gets far too little of these 
precious elements in these days of tight 
fitting hats and humid indoor atmos- 
phere. 


In addition to thickening the hair, Hairgro 
rids the scalp promptly of all dandrulf; 
fluffs out dead and listless hair, and gives it 
wondrous light and sheen. And it is so 
easy to apply—just 5 minutes a day at 
bedtime. 

No matter how thin 
your hair may be 


I sm not guessing no matter how 
or theorizing. I “straggly’’ or hope- 
know whereof I less—-I guarantee 
speak. I have been that Hairgro will 

make it grow twice 


experimenting with 
hair culture for 
many years. I 
have tried and 
tested every known 
hair stimulant and 
tonic recognized by 
science. And I say 
without reserva- 
tion that this new 
discovery will do 
more to nourish the 
scalp, quicken the with this mar 
promise the impossib le 
growth and beau- 
tify the hair than 
any previously 
known preparation. 


forert 


gets 


Falling hair is the 
it before your hair 
dandruff, itching scalp a 


back again; but if you 

baliness it is not too 
stimulate growth and giv 
vigor—or you get your m 


MEN falling hair 


velous new discovery. 


dead nothing on earth will bring your hair 


as fast, rid the scalp 
of dandruff and give 
new life to your 
hair. 


Not for sale, 
but sent to you 
direct 


inner of baldness. Stop 


eradicate 


any thinner; 
If the roots of your hair gro is not oe. Cu lor 


sale through drug 


are in the first stages of or dep artment 


late. HAIRGRO will 
ye your hair new life and stores. For I insist 
mey hack. that this product 


be shipped, freshly 


‘rom the very first 
day, when you be- 
gin to spray your hair and massage your 
scalp with Hairgro, you will see and feel new 
“life,” new vitality in your scalp and hair. 
Before you have finished the first bottle the 
difference will be apparent. Your hair will 
soon become thick and fluffy, and much 
more becoming than you ever dreamed it 
could be. And if you have a “bob” to 
lengthen, you will find your hair extending 
down your back in an unbelievably sliort 
time. 


These resilts are quaranteed. I want that 
understood. For it is only by such a guar- 
antee that I can show my unbounded faith 
in this remarkable discovery. 


compounded, direct 
from the laboratory 
to the user. The vital elements in this re- 
markable liquid evaporate rapidly when 
kept standing for any length of time. It 
would not be possible for it to retain its 
efficiency if it were to remain on retail 
shelves indefinitely. 


Therefore, I shall distribute this wonderful 
product by parcel post only, shipping, in 
every instance, the same cay the liquid is 
compounded. 

At first, we contemplated selling Hairgro at 
$5 a bottle—for it seemed easily worth that 
to any man or woman to make the hair thick 
and luxuriant, or to save four or five months 
in growing bobbed hair ‘‘back to normal.” 


$l 


Even if your “bob” is as 
thin and scraggly as this— 


Hairgro will make 

it thick and fluffy 
n 30 to 60 days, 
or money back! 


But that price would restrict my discovery 
to a very limited market. As Hairgro is the 
greatest achievement of my laboratories, | 
am anxious for it to become universally 
known and used. So I have decided to retail 
the first 10,000 bottles at only enough to pay 
the cost of compounding, bottling and ad- 
vertising—which I have figured down to just 
$2.47 per bottle, plus a few cents postage. 


There is no better time than now to start 
the use of Hairgro. In the late summer and 
fall, the productive glands in the human 
body are functioning at their fullest effi- 
ciency—and Nature will cooperate with 
Hairgro to the utmost in yielding the finest 
results for you. 


Whether your hair is bobbed or long; if you 
want to control its length and add to its 
splendor; if you want to make the most of 
Woman's Crowning Glory by developing 
your hair to its most glorious possibilities 
don’t delay another minute. 


Send no money—just mail the 
coupon 


Lp met is no formality for you to go through. 
I do not even ask that you send any money. 
Just fill out and mail the coupon. In a few 

days the postman will bring your bottle 
and then simply pay him special 
laboratory price of $2.47, plus a few cents 
postage. Don't put it off. Mail the coupon 
today! 


M. J. McGowan, Chief Chemist 


McGowan Laboratories 
710 W. Jackson Blvd. Chicago, Ill. 


--------C OU PO N--------;5 
The McGowan Laboratories, 
710 W. Jackson Blvd., Dept. 104, Chicago, Ill. 


Dear Mr. McGowan: I 
prove to me, at your expense, 
make my hair thick and fluffy, 
from dandruff and give new life 
Please send me a bottle at once 

postman $2.47 (plus postage) when it arrives. 
It is understood that the full purchase price will 


! 
! 
! 
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! 
! 
i 
i 
; be refunded if I am not delighted with the re- 1 
! | 
! 


am willing to let you 
that Hairgro will 
free my scalp 

to my hair. 
I will pay the 


sults in every way. 
NAME 
ADDRESS 
NOTE: If you are likely to be out when the 
postman comes you may remit $2.60 and your 
Bottle of Hairgro will be sent postpaid. 


Our SMART SET 


Which Has to Do With Our $1,000 
Cover—and the Birth of a New Idea 


OW do you like the little girl 
on this month’s cover? She is 
Ruth Waddell, of Paterson, N. J. 
I think Henry Clive has again turned 


out a wonderful portrait, don’t you? 
I don’t have to tell you that Miss 


Waddell endorsed the judgment of the 
committee. She says: “‘/t’s like a dream 
come truel”’ 


pictorial section to SMART SET girls 
every month. 

This means that we are not going to 
disappoint so many, and that we are 
going to give a full page in the gravure 
section every month to each of four 
girls. That means forty-eight every 
year. It means that if you didn’t hap- 
pen to be chosen for one month you 


Her words set me to thinking. It is may be later, and that you may learn 
a dream what kind 
come true of photo- 
Enroll as a SMART SET Girl 
h 
an or Please give: (a) Height (without shoes)..............+- (b) Weight (lightly dressed)............ that we 
girl who Co) Completion (Jar ) 
. Will your parents (or guardians) give their permission for Smart Set to use your picture if you . 
chosen at Are you willing to cooperate with us to make this plan succeed?..........0.ccceeeeceeceeeeeece Cc la ss O f 
this very SMART SET 
moment— girls from 
but there are hundreds of others who which the motion picture men may 


will be disappointed. We have received 
literally hundreds of beautiful photo- 
graphs of SMART SET girls, and I’m 
going to try and give more of them a 
chance to be known. | 


WE believe in our own readers and 

we’re proud of them. We believe 
they are more beautiful than lots of the 
favorite movie stars of the country, and 
so I am going to turn over a four-page 


choose new stars. It means that we are 
going to do everything in our power to 
help you get the sort of publicity you 
want to have in the whole country. 


If yo: haven’t sent us your photo- 
graph, do it now with the answers to 
the questions listed on this enrollment 
blank. And it may be that you will 
still win a place on the cover. 


Isn’t this a good ideaP Will you 
help us to carry it outP—THE EDITor. 
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In the thirty years the World’s Stax 
—_y! Company has been organ- 
ized, it has been my aim to offer our 
representatives a constantly bigger, 
broader and better —_ op- 
portunity in every way. ith my new 
agency plans, new products, new and 
improved systems for rendering better 
sevice to our representatives, and 
their customers, I delight in the fact, 
that today, the exclusive agency of the 
World’s Star Knitting Company is without 
parallel in the chance to win Camodinte, per- 
manent and lasting Financial success. 
D. L. GALBRAITH, President 
4a World’s Star Knitting Company 


Position 
Profits Waiting 


For You 
torepresent the World’s 
Star Knitting Company to take 


complete charge of exclusive ter- 
ritory and fill the enormous demand for 
World’s Star products. Over a period of 
30 years World’s Star Hosiery and Under- 
wear has been sold direct from the mill 
throughout the country. We are pioneers, 
the first concern in America to sell direct 
from the mill to home. The genuine 
quality and amazingly low prices of World’s 
Star products have created a tremendous 
demand. I need representatives at once in 
every community to handle the big business, 


Everything Necessary 
To Start At Once Given 


For this opportunity I do not ask you to invest a penny. Ifyou write 
at once I will give you all the details of this great business and tell 
you how you can start immediately without capital, how complete 
sample outfits including full size irresistible sales-compelling samples 
of our line are given to workers. Complete instructions which tell 
how to begin and how to succeed ing necessary to start all given without 
cost, to representatives. 


You owe it to yourself to have the 

Send N oO M oney details of this great proposition. 
Right now territory is open. Don’t send a penny. Without obligation 
on your part, I’ll send you complete particulars of the greatest agency 
lan ever organized—brand new plans—never before offered to agents. 
ion’t wait and miss this opportunity. $50 to $90 a week is yours if 
you act now. Send your name and address—the coupon, a letter or 
postcard will bring all. Send NOW. D. L. Galbraith, Pres. 


World’s Star Knitting Company 


1560 Lake Street Established 30 Years Bay City, Mich. 


Mill Today. 


The big Knitting Mills at Bay City behind you 
in this opportunity. In here are the batteries o' 
hundreds of machines knitting the finest quality 
hosiery and underwear made in America. It was 
started 30 years ago, ae one room with 
only a handful of people. Giving honest service, 
honest g nd offering a rich opportunity to 
our representatives, we have been able to grow 

‘to our present mammoth size. 


FREE! 


Mail The Coupon 
For This Chance To Make 


Amazing New Agency Plan For Ambitious _ 
Men and Women Everywhere To 
Make Big Money In Easy Work 


I mean it! Mail the coupon below or write me today and I will send 
you an immediate cash opportunity to make big money. I will tell 
you how you can establish yourself at once in an amazingly profitable 
business of your own without the investment of one cent of capital, 
without previous training or experience. It’s a permanent, profitable 
opportunity in which you can easily make $5.00 to $15.00 a day from 
the start and where your earnings will increase each and every 
week. I have a propvuzition for you so simple, easy, square and clean 
cut, that you are bound to make a tremendous success, 


Open In Your Town 


No Experience 
Necessary 


No matter what your experience 
has been, what kind of work you 
are doing now, how much you are 
making, how old you are, you are 
bound to succeed with this proposition. 
You can do as well as Commons, Mich., 
who boosted his earnings $500 a month; or 
Stockwell, Ohio, who averages $100 a 
week. No business offers you a more won- 
derful future or greater possibilities. You 
are your own boss. The work is pleasant, 
dignified, delightful, the kind you will 
enjoy. Hundreds of representatives have 
been with us for more than twenty years. 


Opportunity Coupon 


Mail Today! 


D. L. Galbraith, Pres. 
World’s Star Knitting Co. 
1560 Lake Street 
Bay City, Mich. 
Send at once without obligation all | 
particulars of your new plans—Free 
| Sample and Exclusive territory offers. 
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) 
af 
The 
World's Star Gstablishe 
1895 
| 
83 


The velvet pools 
of midnight Eyes 


fascinate the imagination because 
of their luxuriant sweep of shadowy 
lashes. 


Darken your lashes with WINX 
and your eyes will instantly take 
on the magnetic lustre that you 
have always envied. It requires 
but a second or two, yet your 
lashes stay dark and lovely for 
days. 

WINX is a harmless waterproof 
liquid that neither runs nor smears. 
It is simple to apply and dries at 
once. Complete with dainty 
brush attached to the stopper of 
the bottle, 75c, U. S. and Canada. 


To give distinction to the eye- 
brows, use WINXETTE (cake 
form). Simply trace it through 
the brows after powdering. Equip- 
ped with one-row brush and 
mirror, 50c. Black and brown. 

WINX and WINXETTE, at drug 


and department stores, or by mail. 


Mail 12c today for a generous sam- 
ple of WINX. Another 12c brings a 
sample of PERT, the 24-hour water- 
proof rouge. 

ROSS COMPANY 
249 West 17th St. New York 


WINX 


Wa terproof 


*Clara Bow 
dark eyed 


BP Schulbers Star 


GRAY HAIR 


You are only 
as old as you 
look! 


Wm.J.Brandt’s 
Liquid 
EAU DE 
HENNA 
Hair Color 


Restorer 


30 minutes so that yu 
was gray. It is liquid. 
toothbrush does it all. 


will cover hair in 10 to 
would not know it ever 
One application with a 
No pack. No mess. 

You get the natural color. No one will suspect 
your hair has been dyed. Leaves it soft and 
lustrous—no dead color—no streaks—no spots— 
just a uniform color. 


ANY ONE CAN PUT IT ON 
It will not rub off. It stays on several months. 
Shampooing, sea bathing, sun, permanent w: aving, 
curling or straightening iron—nothing takes it off. 
You can cover any gtay no matter how stub- 
born or how caused. It also takes at the roots. 


Wonderful For Touching Up 
You can put it on just where needed. Can be 
used over other dyes or where powdered hennas 


have been used. Does not break the hair. Does 
not interfere with permanent waving. 

Full directions in each box in English and 
Spanish. Colors: Black, Dark Brown, Medium 
Brown, Light Brown, Drab, Blond, Auburn. Price 
$2.50. C. O. D. $2.60. In ordering please state 
color desired; order through your Department 
Store, Druggist, Beauty Parlor or direct from us. 


Accept no substitute for Wm. J. Brandt's Eau 


de Henna. 
HAIR SPECIALTY CO. 
Dept. 93, 112 East 23rd St., New York 


Men as well as women can use Eau de Henna to advantage, 


DIAMOND RINGS 


$2.00 Brings the 


First quality. 
blue-white diamond 
set in 18 K. white gold 
dise, 3/4 ct. size, 18 K 
white gold mounting., 


Ring 
Offer Ever 
Made - - 


Each of these rings 
is set with guaran- 


teed, perfect ¢ Price 
blue-white, fiery 

mond of first qu $7950 
|white gold mountings, hand 


engraved in the very latest 
designs 


\ Ten Days Free Trial 


Simply send $2 00 and your choice comes 
to you all charges paid If for any 
reason whatsoever you are not sat- 
isfied at the end of ten days, return 


deposit will be refunded 
bond as to quality and value accom- 
panies oe rial pay 


NO RED TAPE—NO DELAY 
FREE BOOK of GEMS 


1 
i Most complete jewelry catalog ever 
with five published 
—— = of watches, 
four French blue diamonds 
caponires in in 18 Ke and jew- 
gold elry — 

ring. Price, newest 

designs 


at lowest prices A 
full year to pay for 
everything you order 
rom our two million 
dollar stock. 


Established 1895 


No. 15 ar cut, dia- 
A "Sine center, four French | 
blue sap hires ; 
white gold ring Price 


Dept. 1428 $4259 


iROY DIAMOND & WATCH CO. 


170 BROADWAY NEW 170 BROADWAY NEW YORK 


Not Fair to the 
Woman 


[Continued from page 71] 
“Then 


The M.E. was purpling. 
— 

“I felt it wasn’t fair—” 

“Wasn't what?” 

“Fair to the woman, sir. 
me explain—” 

“Keep your explanations! Haven't you 
been long enough in journalism to know 
the meaning of orders—hey? And of 
getting what you go after? ‘He surveyed 
his victim coldly. “You haven't the faint- 
est conception, ‘Veddal, of loyalty to your 
paper 

Perhaps he saw how hard a hit that 
was at Veddal, of all men! But his next 
remark lost nothing for being in a more 
ordinary tone: “You're too lily-livered 
for this game, Veddal!” 


why 


If you'll let 


UR blocks down from the Express 
office, a subterranean gas explosion blew 
the tops off two manholes, injured three 


pedestrians, and incommoded the rush 
trafic of the morning; in a select hotel, 
a visiting bank magnate inconsiderately 


blew out his brains on a Persian rug of 
the most expensive suite: word of both 
reached the C. E.’s desk almost simulta- 
neously. The Room was instantly trans- 
formed; the monster demanded his dail) 
menu, and here was red meat C.ose at 
hand. Dressing of routine matters must 
be had, too. One by one we donned our 
galoshes and went forth into the slush. 
Even young Veddal was snatched in an 
instant from the rack of Nero’s inquisi- 
tion. 

The C. E. dispatched him with me to 
hunt up some eyewitness stories of the 
sportive manhole. Not until we returned 
with our copy, and for the moment were 
free and thrown together again, did he 
touch upon his bitterness. We stood at 
the window, watching the November sleet 


die on the grimy roofs of neighboring 
buildings. 

“Old chap,” he said, after a silence, “I 
wonder if the M. E.’s right in a way. 


” 


Maybe I’m not built for this game! 

There was silence between us for a 
while: sleet blew wetly against the pane. 
“You understand,” he said, “here was the 
Borniss woman. She'd been out at her 
work—the man was no good, of course: 
she’s well rid of him—only he—he took 
the little girl with him, you see. Turned 
on the gas . When I asked, she said 
she had a_ picture—somewhere. She 
started pulling things out of a drawer 
some things of the kid’s, too. She forgot 
I was there. It broke her up, and I—I 
took the things from her, and put them 
back, and closed the drawer, and I came 
away !” 

And then he said, almost apologetically, 
as if I, too, might hold against him Ed- 
wards’ accusation: “You see—my—my 
kiddie’s just about her age!” He straight- 
ened up: “They can fire me if they like!” 
His lip quivered. I knew how empty his 
detiance was; expenses had been piling up 
on him more than ever. I put his hand 
on my shoulder quickly, then left him to 
fight it out. A word of sympathy might 
have undone him. And then, I wasn’t so 
sure of myself 

Kenny signalled me as 
one morning. 

“Young Veddal’s fired!” he said briefly 

My glance shot to the victim’s desk. It 
was vacant. 

“Oh, not neck and crop,” said Kenny. 
“He'll be back and finish out the month. 
He's just run down to the hospital to see 
his missus. She collapsed last night— 
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that's what got the lad. He was heading 
out for some interview or other, and he 
forgot, after that, that the Johnnie in 
question existed. They hustled her to the 
hospital and operated—just in time, they 
said. Of course they always say that, but 
| gather it was a bit urgent !” He snorted, 
laying an innocent sheet of copy in Ton- 
son's immaculate chirography, with a 
iper- -cutter. 

“Made a fatal mistake—no, not the doc- 
tors; young Veddal’s missus. She should 
have chosen something more fancy than a 
punctured appendix. It gave Nero a han- 
dle of sorts. ‘An appendix!’ roars the 
old gorilla. ‘What's an appendix? A 
tithe of the population lose theirs every 
year!’...I1 fancy he’s offended 
doing so well. Nothing , but death’s door 
should make a mere reporter forget the 
sacredness of an interview with Sir Ump- 
teen Bumblechook! I'll wager Nero’s em- 
press has an equipment of cast iron vitals 
_., must have, to stomach him, and not 
turn on it... Gad! What have I done?” 


WELL the last day of grace arrived. It 
was after five o’clock. Young Veddal 
came in like a ghost, sat down, and pound- 
ed away on his favorite machine. You 
could always tell young Veddal’s typing; 
it had an impulsive irregularity—first with 
two fingers, stiffly, then increasing until 
it seemed he got both hands jammed in 
the keys, and had to begin with his two- 
finger exercise again. We dared not look 
at him; but our thoughts were full of his 
irregular pounding, and of the passing of 
the familiar sound from the Room. He 
went over and laid the finished copy on 
the C. E.’s desk. Our eyes followed him, 
and when he turned, he caught us watch- 
ing. He flushed, steadied himself, and 
said : 

“Well, boys, that’s my—last—copy—for 
the old Express!” 

He steadied himself again with immense 


effort. We turned away from the sight 
of his face. It was at this moment that 
Edwards appeared in the doorway and 


summoned Veddal to him. We found ex- 
cuse of work, and waited. We put on our 
coats, lit our cigarettes, and still waited. 
One or two left... The building grew 
silent with the night . . . The -night-watch 
took charge. And still we waited. Then 
young Veddal came out. He went to his 
desk unseeingly, sat for a vacant moment, 
then broke down and cried like a child. 
Kenny went to him... 

The news flashed round in no time. 
The M. E. had relented; Nero had re- 
scinded his verdict, and young Veddal was 
to stay on...on a kind of sufferance. 
The quicksands were not to cover his head. 
He was reprieved. 


DWARDS is human, after all!” Veddal 

told Kenny, for Kenny afterwards con- 
tided to me. “I told him,” said young Ved- 
dal; “I told him he could count on me— 
for anything! And he said he knew I 
would play the game—if he gave me the 
chance. And I will, Kenny, I will!” 

That was the only time I ever remem- 
ber our crowd speaking of Edwards as 
the “Old Man.” We went out to a coffee- 
house near by, and drank his health in 
café Noir. 

Only Kenny was unconvinced. He went 
with us,* but would not drink. He sat 
watching us with satirical eyes. “Con- 
founded blockheads!” he called us, in the 
privacy of my ear on the homeward way. 
“Have you never seen a cat play with a 
mouse ?” 

It will always be disputed ground in 
our office, how much credit is due to Ed- 
wards in this period of “nip and tuck.” 
But the cold fact remains that while other 
great dailies were under sustained tension 
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Trial Bottle Free 
Mail Coupon 


To Those Unhappy 


Gray-Haired Women 


whose mirrors reflect the tragedy of youth fading away— 


Take 10 years, 20 years, away this way 
in three or four days—be alluring again 


RAY HAIR!—you see it in your 

mirror. A passing reflection in 
shop windows as you pass along— 
youth gone! 

Only a gray or prematurely gray 
woman knows what this means. 

But why suffer it? You, as tens of 
thousands of others have done, can 
turn back the calendar—can call back 
the lure and thrill of courtship days. 

Won’t you let me help you? It’s so 
simple, so marvelously transforming 
—and costs you nothing to try. Just 
mail me coupon below. 


It scientifically acts, not to crudely 
“dye,” but to restore the ORIGINAL 
color or shade to your hair. 

If your hair is gray —it will go back 
to its youthful brown, black or golden. 
If it is faded, lustreless, unattractive 
—it will revert back years in minutes! 
Tests under the observation of world’s 
scientists, in tens of thousands of cases 
have proved this to be true. 


Send the coupon 


Those results may seem incredible to 
you. So you are not asked to pur- 
chase this preparation. 


How to do it 
Nothing will make so 
wonder: ul a_ difference 


in your appearance as 
changing the color of 
your hair even as little 


as two or three shades. | 1 you have, take it to the light: 
and compare its color with the 


Artists agree this makes 


Have You a Lock 
of your hair as it was 
2 or 3 years ago? 


Upon receipt of the 
coupon, a trial outfit will 
be sent you free. Then 
if you are still in doubt, 
you can test it on a sin- 


le lock of your hair. 
‘hus you'll know 
what to expect 


the greatest possible con- 
trast in charm. 


In this method you 
simply dampen a comb 
with a clear, colorless 
liquid—then run it 
through your hair. De- 
veloped. by a woman 
scientist, it is called Mary 
T. Goldman’s Hair Color 


Restorer. 


Over 10,000,000 Bottles Sold 
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color of your hair today. 

You will get a shock. You don’t 
notice how your hair is fading the 
change is so gradual. 

But—everyone else does. That's 
the strange part of it all. Other 

ople are first to note our own 
oss of youthful charm 

A change of two or three shades, 
from faded, bleached out tint to full 
natural color, make an almost un- 
believable difference in one’s looks. 

This new way will do that for you, 
no m: tter hoy «ray or ‘ated your 
hair is—do it in the space of days 


you use it through ai 
your hair. 


What you find will be 
one of the real thrills of 
modern beauty science. 
Only your own eyes will 
fully reveal just what it 
can mean to you. 

Mail the coupon now 
before you forget. 


Please print your name and address 


| 
_ FREE TRIAL Mail This 


| MARY T. GOLDMAN, 
| 517M Goldman Bidg., St. Paul, Minn. 
| Please send your patented Free Trial Outfit. 


Hair Color Restorer 


X shows color of hair. Black dark brown... 
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Just Mail The Coupon Belo 
—and spend golden hours under the 


spell of the daring West! 


ERE is the chance of a 

lifetime—to lift yourself out 
of life’s humdrum monotony, into 
glorious realms of adventure and 
romance! Forget yourself and 
your worries in the thrilling deeds 
of brave men and reckless women 
to whom death is but another 
marvelous adventure. Ride with 
them into the mighty wastelands 
of the West. Feel the whip of 


Mastertales of the Golden West by 


ZANE 


12 Magnificent, Thrilling, Full-length Novels—The Only Uniformly 
Bound Edition of the World’s Most Popular Living Author 


Here—amid scenes of riotous excitement—you 
will come face to face with gamblers, cowboys, 
reachers and outlaws, scouts, bandits, Indians. 
mene, miners, cattle thieves, train robbers— 
gentlemen and gunmen—bankers and _ horse 
thieves—good women and bad women—all those 
indomitable, devil-may-care adventurers who, 
with spirits high and guns spitting fire, rode and 
fought their way over the mountains and across the 
plains of the Golden West. 


Better than any other writer, Zane Grey knows 
the gallant, heroic men and women of the gold-and- 
urple West. He has lived with them in ranch 
| and ranch cabin. He has shared their fun 
and their privations. 


That is why these books of Zane Grey’s will live 
forever and ever:—The U. P. Trail, To the Last 
Man, Wildfire, Wanderer of the Wasteland. The 
Lone Star Ranger, The Light of Western Stars, 
Desert Gold, Riders of the Purple Sage, The Rain- 
bow Trail, The Border Legion, Heritage of the 
Desert, The Mysterious Rider. 


Short-time 3314% Bargain Offer 


Recognizing the permanent literary and historical 
value of these masterpieces that have sold singly 
by the hundred thousand copies at much higher 
_ we now present this First and Only Uniform 
edition of Zane Grey—the Home-library Edition. 


Through the co-operation of Zane Grey and his 
publishers, both of whom have generously agreed 
to cut their royalties down to a minimum, you may 
have the wonderful, gripping, famous novels of 


the pine-scented wind in your 
face as your broncho stretches 
away in a mad, breakneck gallop. 
Revel in great purple hills, and 
sunsets redder than blood. Lose 
yourself completely in the tre- 
mendousness, the courage, the 
despair, the joy, the passion, and 
romance of our gorgeous, high- 
hearted West in these 


GREY 


Zane Grey at a startlingly low price—a reduction 
of 3344% off the regular publishers’ price for the 
single volumes. 


Complete Sets Free on Approval 


Furthermore, you needn’t pay a single cent until 
you have seen, examined and read the books in 
your own home. If, for any reason, you do not find 
the books all that you desire, just send them 
back before the ten days are up, and you won’t 
owe us a penny. 


But Act at Once 


_ This remarkable set of books has been issued 

in a limited edition only. So, if you want 

to be sure of etting yours, you must Z 
act at once. Fil in and mail the Y 
coupon today. Life will be infinitely 

more splendid—more gloriously worth ¢ McKINLAY, 


living after that! t your pen or | STONE & 
pencil now—fill in and mail this 4 Dept. G-79 
coupon at once! 
Please send me on 
McKINLAY, STONE 
prepaid, ane Grey's 
& MACKENZIE of 
en West in vol- 
Dept. G-79 ~ _ umes, handsomely bound in 
30 Irving Place ae” buckskin-brown cloth.* If I 


decide to keep the books, I will 
New York Ss send you $1 promptly and fur- 


ther pay you $1 a month for on 
14 1 will return the 
within 10 days of receipt at your expense. 


for the same number of months. 


| too weak to struggle. 


and stress (and at least one changed 
hands) the Express forged steadily ahead, 
and we have on our staff still one or iwo 
captures from rivals in those days, stars 
plucked out of their uncertain eonstella- 
tion to adorn ours. “Gallery play!” in 
Kenny’s phrase. “Nero’s getting swollen 
with victory !” 

If we did not readily subscribe to Ken- 
ny’s opinion, bear in mind our new and 
comfortable feeling of security. We be- 
gan to revise our estimate of the M. E. 
and in our prosperity we lorded it over 
rival staffs, and in our prosperity, too, we 
rather forgot young Veddal ... We have 
reproached ourselves since, bitterly enough, 


| scarcely daring to think of the loneliness 


to which we, in the fatness of our days, 
condemned his starved and sensitive soul. 

Though, in his pride, he gave us no sign. 
We knew, of course, that his wife was 
away; her general health demanded a 
“rest-cure” at a sanitarium. And the 
youngster was well cared for by some 
friends of hers, who had found room in 
their tiny apartment for her, and room in 
their strict economy for another mouth. 

Veddal rented his own flat and took a 
room. It seemed a good arrangement 
when he heard it. It gave him absolute 
freedom in his work, too; the M. E. put 
up his salary a notch, and we congratulated 
ourselves that he had his feet on solid 
ground again. 

And then, one day, as I was entering 
the lobby below, I ran across him. He 
did not see me. He was trying to light 
a cigarette, and making heavy weather of 
it. Finally he tossed the weed away and 
came slowly out. 

“Hello, Veddal!” I hailed him. 


E TURNED his eyes, unseeingly, 

toward mine, then nodded recognition. 
But in that unseeing moment of his, I had 
caught a glimpse of his soul. I think he 
suspected I was about to speak, to question 
him, for he nodded again, jerkily, and hur- 
ried off. 

I went right up to Kenny and told him. 
He put down his blue pencil and looked 
at me. 

“So you've seen it?” he asked ironically. 


“You've looked across the gulf?” I asked 
him what he meant. 
“I've tried to bridge it,’ said Kenny 


briefly, “but he lumps me with the rest 
of those who have eyes and see not——” 
He broke off. “Maybe I’m wrong, and 
maybe he’s retreated, himself, beyond the 
gulf—fearing our sympathy ... What's 
that? His—his missus? No, she’s doing 
fine. And he’s managing somehow to meet 
the bills. It’s—it’s the gorilla; it’s Nero; 
it’s the cat and the mouse again!” 

I protested: “But Edwards raised his 
salary!” 

“Innocent babe!” retorted Kenny. 
“Raised his salary, did he? Just a tighter 
chain; he let's him see daylight ahead 
financially, and so spurs him to new strug- 
gle. Holds a carrot before a donkey and 
then increases his load.” Kenny regarded 
the stubby end of his merciless pencil. 

“You may imagine,” said Kenny, “how 
the corners of his mouth would enjoy 
themselves as he said it. I saw it was 
useless. I came away abruptly.” He added 
after a space: “Something's going to bust 
up soon, too! No man can stand what 
young Veddal’s going through. And Ved- 
dal, least of all. His work is showing the 
strain. And yet, d’ye know, young Ved- 
dal could shine above any star in our little 
firmament—if he once let himself go! 

“But, as the process goes on, he’s grow- 
ing more and more unsure in his touch. 
Soon, unless something happens, he'll be 
Nero’s butterfly 
will be pinned hopelessly to the wall!” 

And now, when I have to tell of how 

[Turn to page 88] 
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NEW HAIR Days 
Absolutely Cost 


Save Yourself From Baldness. Stop Falling Hair. Here 
is Your Contract—Grow New Hair in 30 Days Or This 
Trial Won’t Cost You One Cent. 


By ALOIS MERKE 


Founder of Famous Merke Institute, Fifth Avenue, New York 


HAT’S clear, isn’t it? I make 

no conditions. No matter how 

fast your hair is falling out, no 
matter how much of it is gone—this 
offer stands. I don’t care what treat- 
ments you've tried without results. 
Scalp foods, massages, tonics—here 
is a new scientific system that will 
give you a new head of hair—or | 
pay the whole cost of the treatment 
myself. 

How am I able to make this amaz- 
ing offer? The answer is simple. 
The Merke System of hair growth is 
founded upon a very re- 


wouldn’t expect to make a tree grow 
by rubbing “growing fluid’ on the 
bark—you' ‘d get at the roots. 

And that is just what my scientific 
system does. It penetrates below the 
surface of the scalp. It stimulates 
the dormant roots. It wakens them. 
The tiny capillaries begin to pump 
nature’s own nourishment into them. 
Hair begins to grow again. It takes 
on body and color. No artificial hair 
foods—no rubbing. And here’s the 
wonderful thing about this system. 
It is simple. You can use it at 
home—in any home that 


cent scientific discovery. 
[ have found during 
many years of research 
and experience in the 
Merke Institute, Fifth 
Avenue, New York, that 
in most cases of baldness 
the hair roots are NOT 
dead. They are merely 
dormant—asleep ! 

It is an absolute waste 
of time—a_ shameful 
waste of money—to try 
to penetrate to these dor- 
mant roots with oils, 
massages and _ tonics, 
which merely treat the 
surface skin. You 


Here’s Proof! 


“The condition of my hair 
was very bad. After six weeks 
treatment with the Thermocap 
my head was covered with short 
hair and it was no longer dull 
and lifeless. I kept up the 
treatment and in return I have 
as good a head of hair as any 
one could wish.’’ 

Clarence Terpening, 158 
South Cedar St., Galesburg, IIL 

“TI used the Cap for 30 days 
when to my great surprise I 
could see a new coat of hair 
coming and now my hair is very 
near as good as it was when it 
first started to come out. 

J. C. Regan, 176 West Street, 
Englewood, N. J. 

“Your Thermocap has done 
a wonderful thing in bringing 
back my hair where all other 
things had failed. The top of 
my head is now entirely covered 
with hair after using the Ther- 
mocap for about two months 
and new hair seems to be com- 
ing in all the time.’ 

Harry A. Brown, 21 Hamp- 
ton Place, Utica, N. Y. 


has electricity—easily— 
without the slightest dis- 
comfort. 


This Is Your 
Bona-Fide 
Contract 


Thousands of men and 
women have been treated 
successfully at the Merke 
Institute. Hundreds daily are 
getting amazing results with 
this easier, less expensive 
“at home” system of hair 
growth. Now, I de not say 
that all cases of baldness are 
curable. There are some 
that nothing in the world 
can help. Yet so many men 


and women write in daily 
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about the wonderful results that I gladly 
make this offer. Here is your contract— 
try this remarkable treatment for 30 days. 
Then if you're not simply delighted with 
the new growth of hair—write me at once. 
Say that my system hasn’t done all I 
claimed for it—and I'll see that the 30 
day trial doesn’t cost you one cent. 


Free Booklet Tells All 


There’s no room here to tell you all 
about your hair—and about the amazing 
contract I offer you. But I will be glad 
tc tell you all if you are interested. It’s 
free—absolutely without any obligations. 
Just mail the coupon and I will send you, 
without cost, a wonderfully interesting 
booklet that describes in detail the system 
that is proving a boon to thousands in this 
and other countries. Mail this coupon and 
the booklet will reach you by return mail. 


Allied Merke Institutes, Inc. 
Dept. 11510, 512 Fifth Ave., N. Y. C. 


| ALLIED MERKE INSTITUTES, INC., 
1 Dept. 11510, 512 Fifth Ave., New York City 


Please send me—without cost or obligation— 
1 a copy of your book, “The New Way to Grow 


§ Hair’, describing the Merke System. 
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Not Fair to the 


Woman 
[Continued from page 86] 


Véddal: came to write his masterpiece, | 
find myself growing unsure. Any who 
were in the Room that night will under- 
stand. 

I say night, though it was really just 
this side of six o'clock, for the January 
darkness had long since blanketed the city. 
It had been what the boys would call a 
“hectic” day—one of those days that one 
welcomes as a break from the dull rou- 
tine that sometimes descends, holding us 
in a breathless and newsless “doldrums,” 
but one of those days, too, that leaves a 
man hali-fagged, half-intoxicated with the 
thrill of life, too tired to talk, too quiv- 
ering with tense achievement to sleep. 


AM suddenly, about five o'clock, the 
whole thing seemed to collapse, and we 
with it. Life in its various thrills had been 
captured and put into ink on paper, that the 
home-going crowds might have their 
jaded appetites titillated. There would be 
a late edition for the newsboys to cry 
as the theatres came out, but it would 
be a rehash, with a few new headlines, 
and we who sat around the Room had 
no further part, lot, nor interest in it. 

Everybody was smoking now; it. was a 
natural time of relaxation, when a smoke 
had twice the savor. Into an atmosphere 
thick with fumes came the M. E., a clip- 
ping in his hand. 

“Where’s Veddal?” he asked, the cor- 
ners of his mouth twitching. 

“Sent him to cover a two-alarm fire up- 
town!” the C. E. said, a little gleam of 
defiance in his eye, for Kenny’s word had 


Cross or Circle Wave 
The very latest Marcella 
cross or circle waves that 
last much longer than other 
ordinary waves. 


Combination 
Waveand Curis 
Beautiful wave 
vith tight little curls 
around edges, 


Marcellacap 
Made of special woven materia, keeps 
your hair looking as well every day 
as if it were dressed for a special 
occasion. 


9 ° | been spread about, and the Room had been 

Home Hair-Wav Sof quick to jump to the colors again. 

“Tell him to report to me,” said the 
e Chief. He looked about, then he said: 


“I want Veddal to follow up the De Remy 

divorce case!” As if that was not enough 
fuel to the fire—for we knew the bitter- 

By special arran t women can now have a genuine Marcella 

Home-waving Outfit at purely nominal cost. This simple home outfit 

produces the same gratifying coiffure as the most expert dresser—and 


ness of the case, and the nature of the 
De Remy woman's evidence, so far—he 
all without use of dangerous curling irons, chemicals or curling fluids. 
rT LAST, women of Home Outfit requires no such makeshifts. 


added in a voice quite audible throughout 
the Room: “Veddal’s work’s been falling 
America can have the The secret of her truly astounding results has 
very latest and most been through use of only natural, simple 


off badly lately, Brown. I wish you'd 
speak to him seriously.” 
The C. E. swallowed a mechanical “Yes, 
sir!’ Then bravely: “Veddal has the 
popular styles of genu- 
ine Marcella waves that 
present day ashions 
call for—and all at only 


a few cents cost. Even 
before the days of bob- 
bed hair, fastidious 
women were compelled 
to employ, at consider- 
able expense and waste 
of time, the weekly services of professional 
hair dressers But now, with the original 
Marcella Home Hair Waving Outfit ready for 


methods—yet the world knows the marvelous 
effects her inventions have achieved. 


A Blessing to Girls 


The Marcella Home Outfit not only accom- Horseshoe 


plishes what many imitators are attempting Wave 
to accomplish, but it does it all in such a quick, 
simple way that you can hardly believe your 
own eyes when you remove the Marcellacap 
see how really beautiful your hair is waved and 
(or curled). It is positively true that Mar- 
cella’s Home Outfit always keeps your hair 
at its best. and furthermore it completely 


distribution in this country, 
women can keep their hair 


Approved by Marinello/ the 


ends the continual expense 
professional _hair- 
dresser. Think of the saving 


Bob Curl 


beautifully waved and dressed 
in the most becoming style at 
all times. With the genuine 
Marcella Outfit you can dress 
your hair in your own boudoir 
easily and quickly and get the 


and Good Housekeeping 
The Magnetic Hair Wavers 
are so effective in producing 
beautiful soft waves (or curls) 
that they have been approved 
by the famous Marinello Insti- 


this alone amounts to! 


FREE TRIAL 
Introductory Offer 


As soon as possible this mar- 


makings of a great writer!” 

“I’ve yet to see it,” said the M. E., re- 
tiring triumphantly. 

We exchanged glares. Someone started 
a flippant remark—and then we knew that 
Veddal was amongst us. He must have 
come in very quietly. He looked at us, 
but we all felt he had not seen us. He 
set his hat carefully down on his desk, 
picked it up, and flicked some snow from 
it. His coat, its shoulders powdered with 
new-fallen snow, he kept on, the collar up, 
as if he were still cold in the stale, almost 
oppressive heat of the Room. He reached 
for some copy-paper. 


OR a long time he sat before his ma- 


velous Home Outfit will be on 
sale by every druggist and 
beauty parlor. But until that time arrange- 


Wonderful Results for m have » made to have the Marcella . 
Studios (of America) supply all requests Water W 
Any Type or Style 


direct at a special 


same gratifying results as an [tute and Good Housekeeping 
expert hair-dresser 


chine. Then the familiar sound of his 
irregular tapping commenced; two fingers 
tap-tapping; many fingers crowding the 
type; congestion; two fingers again. We 


Marcella Studios America; smiled a little as we heard it. And then, 

best—whether straight, shingle, Ina Claire, with a postive r 2 Chicago, TM. speedily, we forgot him. We stood up, 


center or side part, circle or cross wave— 
whether your hair is fine and fluffy, or coarse 
and straight—with the Marcella Home Hair 
Waving Outfit you are sure of the most 


money-back 
antee of satisfac- cents carrying charee, delivers 
tion or your de- standing that if, after a full five-day trial, I am 


yawned, moved for our hats and coats. 
“Coming?” I asked Kenny, passing by 
not more than delighted with results, | ma 


posit promptly re- complete outfit and you will immediately re-§ his desk. 
1 “Not yet,” he said. “Listen! 


pleasing results. funded. The free @ fund every cent paid by me. 
Never any danger of ‘burnt or scorched hair trial coupon to the § ,, : — . 
from hot curling irons—no dangerous chem- right is for I heard nothing Save the drone of con 
icals, curling fluids, washes or solutions. conve nie nce.t gtreet........cccccccccecsccecccceseceseceaees i versation; the shuffling of feet; the sound 
No fuss or muss of any kind. Marcella’s Use it now, ; 1 of a typewriter’s regular movement. 

“see ate 1 And then I got it! It was young Ved- 


MM A R Cc E L LA & T U I r) _ of I If handier, or if you are likely to be out when the 
America | Postman calls, you may enclose $2.50 ‘and. 
complete outfit will be sent you postpaid with the 


$15 S. Dearborn St., Dept. 17, CHICAGO, ILL, 4 
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dal, of course, who was typing, but the 
[Turn to page 90] 
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A Living Room By 


ACozy BedRoom 


Small picture shows Bed 
ready for use as a Full Size Bed 


terials and honest construction are assurance that this suite 


Regular 
Value $75 


These three Pieces are Large and Comfortable. They are built of solid 
oak finished Golden, or of hardwood, Mahogany finish, and are air-sea- 
soned and kiln-dried. The frames are Sturdy and Massive, with handsome 
Scrolls on posts. The seats and backs are covered with Brown Spanish 
Artificial Leather that will give enduring service. Seats are “‘ Non-Sag” 
construction, with oil tempered coil spring supports, covered with sani- 
tary, resilient upholstering materials, Size of bed section is 72 x 48 inches; length over 
all is 57 inches, Width of front posts and arms is 3 4 inches, Rocker and Chair are Roomy 
and Comfortable; they are 20 inches wide between arms, and arms are 3 inches wide, 
These 2 pieces have the same quality-construction, design and finish as the Davenport. 
No matter where you live you can use this splendid Bed Davenport suite for 30 
Days. If at the end of the trial period your satisfaction is not complete; if you 
are not convinced that these 3 pieces are regular $75 value, you may return 
them. I will refund your first payment and all soetant sempee, The trial will 


not cost you a penny. Remember you have your Highly 
Glossed Golden Oak, or Highly Polished Ma. 
hogany. Be sure to state your choice. Regular e 


Value $75. Order No. TA4245. Sale Price 
$54.95. Terms $1.00 with Order, $4 Monthly. 


»>Spear & Co. 


Home Furnishers for the People of America 


President © 


Dept. S-803 


at Night 


Davenport open, | 


Days’ Free Trial 


It will pay you to own this Double-Service, Bed Davenport | will last many years. The advantages of the Bed Davenport 
Suite. By day it is a Comfortable Living Room Suite. By | are many: you are always ready for the unexpected guest. 
night, it is easily transformed into a cozy bedroom. The | You can now have friends stay overnight whom you could not 
Colonial design of these pieces is most attractive; you will be | accommodate before. Or, here is the extra bedroom that the 
delighted with the high-quality upholstery. The superior ma- | family has long needed. The Complete Suite will be sent any- 
where on 30 Days’ Free Home Trial. x * % 


e & Wall — Easy to Ope- 
vate —The Davenport is espe- 

) cially desirable for Medium 

si h When closed it 


Easy Monthly Payments 


Pittsburgh, Pa. © 


Davenport 
QUICK 


= y 
Converted 
TT into a Large 
Comfortable 
am Bed 


© 1925 
Spear & Co, 


Davenport Requires Little 


omes, 

takes up only 57 inches wall 
space; yet when open it makes 
a very comfortable bed for two 
people, It is easy to operate—opens with one easy motion. You 
do not sleep on the upholstery, but on a separate and comfort- 
able bed-spring built into the Davenport; there are 2 sets of 
springs, one in seat, the other in the bed section, Bedding re- 
mains in position within the Davenport, when it is closed, 


Don’t buy Anything Anywhere until you see my Big Free Pook. Shows] 
Thousands of Bargains in Furniture and Everything forthe Home. My 
Prices are the Lowest. | give the Longest Time to Pay and a Money} 
Back Bond with Everything. Send for Big Free Book Today. 


RRR RRR ES ERE REE EE 

@SPEAR & CO., Dept. S-893 Pittsburgh, Pa. 

@ S-nd me at once the Comnlete 8-niece Davenport Library Suite as described above 
En. i erstood that if at 


e end of the 30 days’ trial 
thly. Order No. TA4245. Price $54.95. Title 
talog also. 


a Please print or write name and address plainly 

oy If you want Golden Oak put an X in this 2 

. if you want Mahogany put an X in this) 

SRF. Ds Box No. or Street and 

if your point is from your post office fill in line bolow 


g Send Shipment to. 
" want the Free C: Only, Send No Money, X here: 
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difference just 


cents make 


= in mike Ghited States We train Jou at home in 

for ‘ examinations or executive accounting positions. oi 
ex bt unnecessary. Training under the ry nal supervision 
William B. Castenholz, A. M., C. P. A., and a large staff of C. 


A’s., includin members of the American | Institute Accountants. 
Write for free book. oH Chi 


LaSalle n University: Dept, 1050-! H Chicago 


Chinese Peacock Ring 


Just what you want to draw attention 
to a pretty hand. Fashion calls for 
articularly Pea- 
cock Designs. Fhe loveliest cre- 
ation of the silversmith’s art. 
Sterling silver. 19 emeralds and 
sapphires, only $2. Gold plated 
on Silver $2.75. C.O.D. orders 
* l5e extra. Send ring size (tie string 
around finger). Return it if not delighted. 
Not sold in stores. but a cues from 
EXCHANGE, 98 Park 


Jewelry of exquisite design and master workmanship priced surprisingly low! An 
unusual opportunity tor the woman who appreciates beauty, fine quality and good value! 


Indestructible 
24- inch Pearls Solid 14K White Gold Clasp Only $295 
S41. Lovely 24” Necklace of perfectly matched, graduated, Bsa A French made 


‘ pearisin rich, creamy lustre. 14K white Gold clasp. Money refunded if you can duplicate this 
B necklace anywhere for $5. Attractive turquoise biue leatherette case. Our lowprice $2.95. 


Gift Book, sh 
Genuine Diamond $ 50 FREE 
‘s Cluster Ring site gift suggestions for qvery 


E> $43. 7 genuine full cut, blue-white, brilliant Diamonds § Occasion. All exceptional va 

La] attractively mounted in hand-engraved 18K WhiteGold | ues. A wonderful guide for the 

f Ring. Money refunded if you can duplicate this ring | selection of Xmas gifts. Send 
elsewhere for less than $60. Our special price $39.50. § for your copy today. 


BAIRD - NORTH COMPARY, 758 Broad Street, Providence, R. I. 


ORIENT 
Place, New York. Dept. SS.2 


Two Special Offers at Big Savings | 


Not Fair to the 
Woman 
[Continued from page 88] 


familiar sound had gone; the machine no 
longer lapsed into its stammering; it 
moved terrifically, almost thunderously, its 
bell uttering frequent protest. Veddal’s 
face, rising above the lifted, collar was 
flushed; he was lost in his work as I had 
never seen him. He pulled the last 
sheet out, setting it with the others. At 
the sheaf of copy he stared, almost stu- 
pidly. Then he gathered the sheets to- 
gether, walked with a singularly deliberate 
tread over to the C. E.'s desk, and de- 
posited them. The C. E. spoke to him, 
but Veddal did not seem to hear. He 
moved away. 

“Veddal! Mr. Edwards wants you!” 
We oi the Room who remained, gath- 
| ered in a little group silently, raising our 
brows to each other. In the silence we 
heard the C. E. exclaim: “Gad!” He 
looked up, and over at the two figures by 
| the window. Then, eyes shining their 
triumph, he went in with the sheaf of 
Veddal’s copy, to the M. E. 

We waited . 


BY THE window Kenny, grey-haired 
king of copy-readers, put his arms about 
young Veddal’s shoulders, then stepped back 
a pace, repulsed by Veddal’s protesting arm. 
Young Veddal almost ran from him, away 
from the window, back to his desk, and 
there began collecting such personal things 
as clutter the drawers of one’s desk, 
| making a pile on the top. 

It was not long before the C. E. 
emerged again, excited beyond our memory 
of a man inured to thrills. With him was 
| Edwards, whose expression we were at a 

loss to guage. They went over to where 
young Veddal had finished fumbling in the 
drawers of his desk. Kenny, leaving his 
window-place, drew near, as did we all, 
discreetly. 

“Veddal!” boomed the M. E., setting a 
hand on the lad’s shoulders. “Congratula- 
tions! By gad, sir, congratulations!” The 
M. E. was after all an editor, and he 
waved the sheaf of copy excitedly before 

| Veddal’s eyes. “That's the finest bit of 
| writing I’ve seen in this office!” 

Young Veddal didn’t seem to see the 
proffered hand; the M. E. discreetly with- 
drew it. He. flickered over the copy again. 
“That place,” he said, “where you tell of 
the kid waiting to save her kitten—great! 
You don’t say if they found the poor little 
brat’s budy.” 

Kenny drew near, but Veddal rose and 
faced the M. 

“They hadn't when I left, sir,” he said. 
He looked at his hat lying on the desk, 
put it on his head in a dazed way, re- 
moved it, put it on again. 

“Say! Is that the kid's picture you've 
got there? Good work! Double head- 
lines, Brown, in the Final!” 

“It is, sir,” said young Veddal in an 
oddly-strained voice. “But you forget— 
I've resigned!” He put the picture in his 
pocket, and turned to go. 

“Don't be a fool, Veddal!” snapped the 
M. E., running after him. “We must have 
the picture—’ 

It was at this point that Kenny con- 
trolled his paralysis. He followed after 
Edwards and forcibly stopped him. Young 
Veddal had fled, like Christian from the 
City of Destruction. 

The M. E. shook himself free. He was 
| red with rage at Kenny. Before he could 
| articulate, Kenny launched his attack. 

“You damn fool!” he said. He choked. 
Then he took the thing at a leap. “You 

| damn fool! It’s Veddal’s own kid!” 
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Carl C. Preble 
Trombone Soloist 
Sousa’s Band 


he Great 5 
Alberto Salvi Violinist Alexander Liberati 
Concert Harpist Cornet Virtuoso and 
Internationally Famous Leader, Liberati’s Band 


Masters in Every Sphere of Music 
Praise Wurlitzer Instruments 
Great artists of the concert stage — prominent band and orchestra 
musicians — “kings of jazz” — all meet on common ground in their 
endorsement of Wurlitzer instrt aents. 
Walter J. Klinko aed appreciate the rich, mellow tone, the ease of playing and the superior Homer F non og 
ip. And they value especially the artistic quality, the character, oily Sunday 
: Wi that they find in Wurlitzer instruments as in no others. It is the prod- , 
uct of seven generations of music craftsmanship, more than 200 years 
experience in musical instrument building. 


Try instrument. You = recognize quality— Wurlitzer quality 


and amateur 


Any Warlitzer 


OU may weed bea any Wurlitzer instrument for a week’s free trial in 

your own home. Examine the instrument, show it to your friends, play 

Noobligationto buy—no expense forthetrial. We 
make this liberal offer because we want you to see for yourself the superior 
quality of Wurlitzer instruments, the result of 200 years’ experience in musical 
instrument building. 


Pyour instrument now and let Wurlitzer help you buy it and learn to play. 


| Easy Payments 

NYA) If you decide to buy after the week’s free trial, arranged i 
cde to buy of will pay your insteument By 
cal on comple outs vee instruments at moderate prices. Spe- 


on complete outfits —velvet lined cases, all accessories, self-instructor, 
you need at practically the cost of the instrument alone. 


Sed New Catalog —FREE 


e greatest musical catalog ever published! o- 3,000 articles — every 
known instrument described and illustrated; many shown in full oa =, 
Gives lowest prices direct to and all details of Free 


Trial, Easy Payment plan —all sent FREE—no obligation. 


Send This 


me absolutely free, your new illustrated d catalog 

No obligation. ‘ 
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The Most 
Precious Perfume 
in the World 


IEGER’S FLOWER DROPS are un- 
like anything you have ever seen be- 
fore. The very essence of the flowers them- 

selves, made withoutalcohol. For years the favorite 
of women of taste in society and on the stage. 
The regular price is $15.00 an ounce, but for 20c 
a can obtain a miniature bottle of this per- 

me, the most precious in the world. When the 
sample comes you will be delighted to find that 
you can use it without extravagance. It is so highly 
concentrated that the delicate odor from a single 
drop will last a week, 


Send 20c (stamps or oe 


with the coupon below and 

we willsend you a sample 
vial of Rieger’s Flower 
Drops, the most alluring 
and most costly perfume 
ever made. Twenty cents 
for the world’s most pre- 
cious perfume! Send Now. 


Rieger’s Perfumes—at all Drug and De ept. Stores 

If your dealer cannot supply you, send direct to address below 
Paul Rieger’s Special 
Flower Drops Souvenir Box 

oraining Attractive special box 


containing five different 
Rieger Perfumes that 
re gul ily retail for 
$1.7 $1.00 


Tops — 30 weeks’ su 

lac, Crabapple . 
Lily of the Valley, 
Rose, Violet . . $2.00 


Romanza... . 
Above odors; 
$8.00 


T Pats Souv enir Boz 
makes an unusually 
acceptable gift. 

MARK REGISFERED 


Honolulu Bouquet 


You will be charmed by the indescribable fragrance 
of this new creation. Perfume—$1.00 per oz.: Toilet 
Water—4 oz. $1.00; Face Powder — $1.00; Soap — 40c 
Send 20¢ for generous trial bottle of this delightful 


new perfume. 
A wonderful New 


Créme of Violets 4.“on¢erf! New 


For beautiful, velvet-smooth, white hands. Nothin 
to equal it after shaving—leaves skin :mooth an 
cool. Large 


Send CouponNow r 


Paul Rieger & Co. (Since 1872) 
200 First St.. San Francisco, Calif. 
Enclosed find $ for which send me the following:- 
Rieger’s Flower Drops (odor 
© Sample bottle, Full size bottle, $ ....—. 


C Special Souvenir box, $1.00 [) Créme of Violets, 50c 


Perfume, 1 oz. bottle . « $1.00 

Honolulu (CD Perfume, Trialbottle . ... 

Bouquet (D Toilet Water, 4 oz. bottle . . $1.00 

Face Powder, $1.00 Soap, 40 
rn 


Send stamps,¢ wrency, money order or check 
Remember, tt sot pleased your money refunded 


The Hidden City 


[Continued from page 23) 


Father told him. Then a. moment of 
silence. 

“Then I suppose rg sa hotel or board- 
ing house hereabouts. I'll.be on my way. 
Sorry I offended you, sir.” 

“You offended yourself,” 
answer, “and your God, 
which is not the truth» But there is 
neither hotel nor boagding. house here. 
You say the business of the state will re- 
quire you to remain in Martinsville for 
some time? Since God has sent you to 
our door, we shall not turn you away. 
Will you not consider this house your 
home ?” 

It was strange that Father should be 
constantly saying things that made Clyde 
Orsay stare. To me, this invitation sound- 
ed simple enough. Just -as I understood 
why Father had denied him food, so now 
I understood why he had invited the 
stranger to become one of our household. 
But to Clyde, it seemed a. puzzling con- 
trast—a man who had just accused him 
of lying was now offering him permanent 
shelter ! 

And so Clyde Orsay stayed, but he got 
nothing to eat at that meal. And my own 
food choked me, knowing, as I did, that a 
hungry man sat in the room. 

For the first time, I doubted the wisdom 
and justice of the code by which I had 
been reared. Then, that night, because of 
this doubt, I did a terrible thing. 

I disobeyed my father. 

When my parents were asleep, I carried 
food to Clyde Orsay. 

Neither my parents, nor the parents 
of any of my friends in Martinsville ever 
forbade us, or ordered us, to do anything. 
It was part of that spirit of toleration 
upon which the village was built, that 
children were surrounded with such a 
strong atmosphere of love and respect 
that they did what was expected of their 
own free will. 


was Father's 
in: speaking that 


H® HAD come a long way on foot with 
that heavy burden on his shoulders. 
Seven miles on a dirt road, then along that 
rough corduroy road built by the first 
settlers and kept in repair by each succeed- 
ing generation, then the swaying bridge 
slung from cables, and finally the steep, 
winding, rocky wagon-road up the moun- 
tainside to Martinsville. 

Was he hungry after his journey? Was 
he chilled by the fog? Was he perhaps 
forlorn, being so far from his home? 
How would I feel if thrust among stran- 
gers? 

The clock struck the half-hour. Mother 
and Father must be asleep by this time. 
I had no plan at all when I shut myself 
into my room, but now one leaped into 
my brain full-formed. 

I lit the candle, and inch by inch opened 
my door. All was still. Inch by inch I 
proceeded toward the pantry. A bowl of 
yellow apples, a square of johnny-cake, a 
patty of fresh butter, a glass of milk 
the tray was ready. 

Softly I turned the knob of the guest- 
room door, and waited. Presently I 
heard the scraping of boots. Then Clyde 
opened his door. 

Standing there with the light streaming 
upon him from behind, he looked like a 
veritable giant, but a jovial one, caught 
unawares by the apparition he must have 
thought me to be. feared he would 
speak, so I slipped past him while he 
blinked into the darkness, motioning him 


| to shut the door. 


| 


“You shouldn’t have come,” he said 
with something like alarm. 


I interpreted his words in my own fash- 


Sex-consciousness was foreign to my 


ion. 
nature, and I had walked into his room 
quite as I would have done had Mary Ix 
been spending the night with us. 

“I—I have brought thee—you—son:. 


as if in apolog 
taking 


thing to eat,” | faltered, 
“You little saint,” he. murmured, 
the tray from my hands. 
“Hush, That is blasphemy warned 
i ! what a lively, buoy- 
ant smile it was! I found my lips de 
murely reflecting the expression on his 


OT if I know it,” he laughed. - “Some 
of those female saints 'd be honored to 
have a face like yours.” 

“If thou—if. you—do not stop,” I told 
him, “I shall have to go.” It was so. hard 
to say “you” to him. 

He started forward eagerly and seized 
my hand in his big warm fingers. “Don't 
go, please, little Eden,” he begged. On 
my infrequent trips to Madison, the near- 
est town, I had seen people shake hands 
in greeting, and I thought, now, that Clyde 
Orsay was doing this with me, especially 
since he dropped my hand as impetuous], 
as he had seized it. 

“IT mean—I think you had better go,” 
he added. “Only tell me first, Eden. Are 
you really trying to look into my heart?’ 
I want to know.” 

“Would I feign my 
Lord?” 

“Will you promise me not to be fright- 
ened at things you might find there?’ 

“And why would they frighten me?” I 
wondered. 

I was returning to my room, pondering 
this problem, when I came face to face 
with Father. He, too, had a candle in 
his hand, but he was buttoned up in his 
great coat, having been out to the barns. 

At a glance he saw that I was still in 
my day attire. “Art ill, Eden?” 

-My heart raced madly, but I would no 
more have thought of lying to him than I 
would have thought of taking an oath. 

“IT have just taken some food to our 
guest.” 

Generations of calm acceptance were 
crystalized in my father’s general attitude 
on life, but I think he started when I 
said this. He tilted my chin upward, 
looking deep into my eyes. 

“Why didst thou do it, Daughter?” 

“I cculd not sleep, knowing a guest 
under our roof was hungry.’ 


intentions to the 


“Is it that thou didst not understand 
why I denied him?’ 
“I understood. Oh, I have sinned, 


I cried, tears choking 


Father, haven't 1?” 
I shall read the 


my voice. “Forgive me. 
Psalms twice tomorrow, in penance.” 

“Who knows if thou hast sinned, 
Fden?” he said sadly. “Only thy Maker 
—and thee. To forgive is not within my 
power. As for thy penance, Daughter, it 
rests with thee. If thou art certain thou 
hast sinned, repent. If not—” 


EARILY he blew out his candle. Only 
the pallid flickering light from mine 
lighted the hall. 

“But remember this, Eden. To shut 
thyself away from temptation is no great 
victory. One must face it squarely and 
boldly, but pass it by. Let it not be said 
that I had to send forth a stranger be- 
cause my daughter lacked the strength to 
meet the dragon of Temptation.” 

By the hand. as he used to do when 
I was a child, Father led me to my room. 

“God keep thee this night, Eden.” 

“And thee, Father.” 

I got into my plain nightgown with all 

[Turn to page 94 
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“USED to think a fellow was crazy 
to try a stunt like this. It seemed 
positively ridiculous to think that 

anyone could become popular by learn- 

And what’s more, I 

couldn’t believe that learning to dance 

by mail was possible—especially in a case 
like mine where I didn’t know one step 


ing to dance. 


from another! 


“So every time I saw an advertisement _ it- 


like this, [ just laughed. 


great delight in poking fun at some of 
my friends who were taking this new 


course. 


“But it wasn’t longlbefore I 
saw that the joke was on me. 
Slowly my friends seemed to 
be drifting away from me. 
They were always ‘going to 
a party’—always having 
‘barrels of fun’. I was left 
out of the fun. Even the 
girls with whom I used to be 
so chummy, began to pass 
me by. 

“Well, I'm onlyJhuman after 
all. So, the next time I saw an 
ad of Mr. Murray’s, the famous 
dancing authority, in a maga- 
zine I gave ita chance. I read 
it through and when I saw that 
I didn’t have to buy anything 
—that I could learn all about 
the short-cut to popularity 
from a Free 32-page book, I 
mailed the coupon. 

“And that started it. The 
illustrated free book that came 
by return mail was so convinc- 
ing and the free test lesson was 
so simple that I felt sorry 
to have hesitated all these 


Joke All You Want 
About This New Way 
Popular 


But Read What Albert Mead and Thousands 
of Former Wall Flowers Say About It! 


months. 


By Albert Mead 


I eagerly sent for Mr. Murray's 
complete course. 


A Great Surprise 


“And I received the greatest surprise of my 
life the day the lesSons arrived. I opened 
the first page—and right there 
really aware of what I was doing—I was ac- 
tually doing one of the steps. 
utes I had mastered that step. It was so easy 


before I was 


In a few min- 


—so fascinating that I could hardly believe 


And I took 


new steps. 


Results Count! 


“The instructions were so 
plain and simple that I had no 
difficulty in learning at all. 
The pleasure I have had since 
taking your lessons is worth ten 
times the cost. —L, B., Spring- 
field, Mass. 


“I am delighted with your 
wonderful dancing lessons. Be- 
fore I got your lessons I didn't 
know how to dance and was 
missing a lot of good times. 
When I got your lessons I was 
invited to a party and I had the 
most wonderful of wondrous 
times. Every one was so sur- 
prised. They asked me where I 
learned to dance so I told them 
about your wonderful lessons. 
Thanking you a million times.” 
—Miss H. Z., Menasha, Wiac. 


“I have been more than 
pleased with the knowledge of 
dancing that I have gained from 
your course. From the fellow 
that could hardly take a step 
to the fellow that takes almost 
all the dance prizes that are 
ever offered, here for the best 
dancer, that s what it has done 
for me, thanks to your wonder- 
ful and pleasant way of 
ing by mail which made i t pos- 
sible for me to learn.” —G. J. N., 
Houston, Teras. 


It was real fun to follow the simple dia- 
grams and instructions. 

“The following few evenings I was mastering 
the Waltz, the Fox Trot and other delightful 
It seemed so easy—so perfectly 


natural. And the remarkable 
thing about it is that I needed 
no music or partner. It 
seemed as if Mr. Murray him- 
self were standing by my side 
gently directing, gently point- 
ing out the right way or the 
wrong way to dance. And be- 
fore I realized it, I was prac- 
tically through with the course. 
I could hardly wait for a chance 
to dance at a real ‘affair’. 

“*My big chance came the fol- 
lowing Saturday night. It was 
the annual class re-union dance. 
All my former classmates and 
their ‘best’ girls were present. 
Jeanne was my partner. 

“The music started. I rose 
with a thrill. Jeanne was won- 
derfully light and easy to lead. 
We glided across the floor like 
professional dancers. 

“The band played. I led 
Jeanne gracefully around the 
room, interpreting the dance 
like an expert, keeping perfect 
harmony with the music. 

“The ‘old gang’ stared at us 
in amazement. They couldn't 
believe their eyes! The trans- 


formation was too sudden for them. I laughed 
to myself and Jeanne’s smile of understanding 
thrilled me. 

“When the music stopped we found our- 
selves in the midst of a group of smiling, 
friendly, admiring faces. It was a complete 
triumph. And to think that just a few weeks 
before I couldn't dance a step!” 


FREE! New 32-Page Booklet and First 3 Lessons 


But don't think of enrolling yet—not until 
you've read Mr. Murray's remarkable new 32- 
page booklet that is packed full of illustrations, 
not until you've been thrilled by the first 3 
lessons, which also come free. You'll enjoy 
Mr. Murray's book immensely, because it tells 
all about Mr. Murray himself, how he became 
private instructor to the ‘400°’, how he devised 
his easy home-study dances, how he taught 
over 250,000 people to dance by mail, and 
particularly how he can teach you to become a 
graceful, versatile, popular dancer in a few 
enjoyable evenings. And you'll enjoy reading 
his 3 remarkable lessons because they prove to 
you beyond a shadow of a doubt that you too 
can easily learn to dance this new way. 

Get this free book and lessons and read them 
carefully. They can mean the difference be- 
tween a life of happiness, of friends, of good 
times—or a life of misery, loneliness and 
monotony. Mail the coupon at once and en- 
close only 25c to cover postage and mailing. 
Arthur Murray, Studio 487, 801 Madison 
Avenue, New York City. 


Arthur Murray, Studio 487 


_ 801 Madison Avenue, New York City 


Without obligating me in any way, please send me 
copy of your 3 free less ns and your beautifully illust rated 
32 page book which tells all about Arthur Murray's re- 
markable course in dancing and explains how it can make 
me a grace ul, versatile dancer, right in my own home, 
without music, partner or private teacher. I enclose 25c 
to cover postage and mailing. 
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The Fresh (lear Radiance 


of Winsome Youth 


R*QUSITE is the bloom on a soft young cheek, 
so expressive of the glamour, the romance, the 
eternal yet fleeting charm of youth. Such beauty is 
every woman’s dream—every woman’s right. 
quickly and simply may its ardent loveliness be yours. 
PERT is a scientific, greaseless cream rouge with 
a natural coloring that stands the most critical 
scrutiny. At the lightest touch of your moistened 
firiger it instantly imparts a lasting, healthful glow 
that only cleansing cream or soap will remove. 
To add vivacity and animation to the delicate bloom 
of cream Pert, you may heighten its warmth with 
the fascinating tints of Pert compact pons Bhd 
complexion is at once invested with a you bril- 
liance and liveliness. 
Pert compact is delightful also as a separate rouge. 
By aj - it directly to the skin before powdering, 
you it waterproot. 
To accent your type of loveliness: 
For a fair skin, light orange cream Pert (changes to pink on 
the skin) and blush Compact. 
For a medium skin, dark orange cream Pert and blush Compact. 
For an olive skin, rose shade cream Pert and rose Compact. 
For artificial light, a new shade called evening (bright red). 
For enhancing the beauty of the lips, Pert waterproof Lipstick. 
Cream Rouge or Lipstick, & each. 
Compact, soc, U. S. and Canada. 


Mail the coupon today with 12¢ fora 

generous sample of Pert cream Rouge. ~ / oreo 

Another 12c brings a sam- 

-darkener. 


ROSS COMPANY 
249 West 17th Street New York 


‘Pert Rouge 


Every 
Woman 
Craves 


HEN one thinks of the human form there 
is something sacred in the thought, for the 
human form in all its beauty is Divine. 
Especially is the thought of woman's figure asso- 
ciated with art and beauty. Artists have always 
painted beautiful figures and sculptors have chiseled 
only the most perfect forms of women when making 
their masterpieces, 
And can you think of anything more lovely than 
a perfectly formed woman? If you wish to learn 
how to develop 


A Beautiful Bust 


write us at once. All this charm of perfect woman- 
hood can be yours—all the beauty and captivating 


! THE OLIVE COMPANY, Dept. 44, 
larinda, lowa. 
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[Continued from page 92] 
possible speed. The bed was cold. Bod, 
and soul, I felt tortured. 

Had I really done anything ver: 
wicked? I must not be lenient becaus 


| judgment was now in my own hands. Would 


the Lord in His Mercy punish me Him 
self for taking a few apples and a squar« 
of johnny-cake to a hungry man, even 
though he be of the world? I did not 


| think so. Yet, to be sure, I prayed for 


divine guidance. 

When, at last, the first green glimmer 
of dawn touched the hills with its faint 
radiance, I came to an important conclu- 
sion. My motives had been neither mean, 
selfish, nor founded on disrespect for my 
parents. I had not sinned, and accordingly 
I felt no call to penance. 

If you know anything at all about 
Quakers, Hebrews, or Mennonites, no 
doubt the first fact you have heard about 
them is this :—that these three, of all peo- 
ple, cling most tenaciously and passionately 
not only to their own religion but to their 
habits of daily life. I am sure that this 
is why, in Martinsville, such diverse folk 
as these were all able to live together 
for so many generations, not in a strange 
conglomeration, but in genuine harmony, 
each permitting the other perfect freedom, 
and demanding in return only perfect free- 
dom of belief for himself. 

I was trying to explain this to Clyde 
Orsay the next day, while we stood wait- 
ing for Peter, our handy man, to harness 
the pony to my buggy. 

After what Father had said to me about 
facing temptation, it did not surprise me, 
when the next morning, upon observing 
how gloriously the mist had cleared, he 
suggested that I drive our guest up to the 
foot of the old Indian trail. 


HE State Commission of Roads and 

Highways had decided to tear up our 
curious corduroy road and make a proper 
macadam one, to put up a concrete bridge 
in place of our dearly loved cable arrange- 
ment, and then, as if that were not enough, 
to set up a fire observatory on the moun- 
tain over our heads, this last, provided the 
site should prove favorable. 

The wonder was, Clyde said, that they 
had not done so long ago. An old trapper 
in Madison had told him that the Indian 
trail behind Martinsville, if reclaimed, 
would lead directly to the peak. And as 
he had been sent in advance to look over 
the ground and report on the possibility, 
he was eager to get to the trail as soon 
as possible. 

I do not have to say, I suppose, that 
Father looked upon the state’s project with 
disapproval, but it was not part of the 
town’s desire for freedom to defy superior 
civil authority. He made his intention 
clear that he would help Clyde as far as 
was possible. 

“However,” he said, “you must know 
that I intend to draught a petition which 
will seek to stop these activities. The 
government has left us in peace these many 
years. We do not want our bridge swept 
away and our road ripped up. "Tis mis- 
placed kindness. Let the money be used 
elsewhere.” 

So, as we stood there watching Peter 
harness Cosmo, my pony, to the light buggy 
which would carry us easily over the steep 
roads, I tried to explain to him just why 


grace that is your birthright—all the artful, delicate PI u — ; ned 

: i ne ease te me a about your wonder method, 
allurement that makes you first a woman—God's without cost or obligation to me. (This information 
sent under sealed postage, if you enclose 4c stamps). 


we did not want our village made accessible 
to automobiles. He listened carefully to 


Masterpiece—man's idol. You can be made perfect i 
i the story of how a handful of Quakers 


in your witching beauty. 


Mail the Coupon today and we will send you (Friends, we call ourselves) had left 
inches enlargement by this new method, all sent under city State some such secluded spot as this; of how 
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and Learn How Play Music 
by Notes in Three Lessons 


Every lover of music should send for these lessons. They are absolutely free—they will teach you more 
in one hour than you can learn in an entire week studying by any other method. Prove to yourself that 
you can become an accomplished pianist—or organist—without spending a single penny for the test. The 
lessons are for beginners or advanced players—they start you from the very beginning. No previous 


training necessary. 


Why These Lessons are Sent FREE 


A great many music lovers who are anxious to learn piano or 
organ hesitate to start because they fear they are unable to 
learn. Every normal person is naturally endowed with some 
musical talent. The proper training can develop this talent to 
the utmost. There are a comparatively small number of teach- 
ers gifted with this art. Many would study music—but dread 
the many years it ordinarily requires to become an accom- 
plished musician and feel that the effort is not worth the reward. 
Others cannot afford the hundreds of dollars it ordinarily costs 
to become an accomplished musician. 

I have been teaching for more than thirty-five years—by the 
written method, and in the last five years have enrolled more 
than seventy thousand pupils for my course. Thus I have 
been able to analyze the various types of music lovers and 
adapt my course accordingly. 

Because I use scientific methods, and inventions which no other 
teacher can use, it takes only one-quarter the time to learn 
my way. 

Because I can teach thousands of pupils where the ordinary 
teacher can only teach one, the price of my instruction is only a 
few cents a lesson. 

If you will fill out and mail the coupon below I will send you 
by return mail the first two lessons of my course—after you have 
studied them, you will then know why I can teach you piano 
better, and in one-fourth the time ordinarily required. Remem- 
ber, this does not obligate you in any way. The lessons are 
yours to keep, put them to any test you desire. I know you 
will be surprised and delighted to know how easily you can 
learn piano studying my way. 


Free Book ‘‘How to Learn Piano’”’ 


With the lessons I will also send you an interesting free 
ook—“‘How to Learn Piano.” This booklet contains a lot of 
information valuable to every music lover. It also fully de- 
scribes my methods, and will tell you of many people—giving 
their names and addresses—who have succeeded by my method. 
Among my pupils are children as young as ten years, and 


adults as old as seventy. Many who are ongnoed in business 
os the day, have found by studying only fifteen minutes 
each day—they were able to realize their ambitions to become 
accomplished musicians. 

Many of my graduates are now teaching, or playing profes- 
sionally. My booklet will give you other valuable information 
on how you may benefit by being an accomplished pianist. Be 
sure to mail the coupon today. 


Why My Lessons Are Interesting 


Unlike most methods, I do not give you tedious exercises 
to play. Beginning with the third lesson I actually start you 
playing a popular piece of music. Not oniy will you play it 
in the key in which it is written, but in all other keys. Some- 
times a pupils is required to study at least a year before being 
given a piece of sheet music to play. Thus, by my method, you 
actually begin to see results in less than a week’s time. See 
for yourself how I make this possible by sending for the trial 
lessons at once. 
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Coupon ¥ FREE LESSON COUPON 
L. Quinn Conservatory of Music 
ow Studio SA10, 598 Columbia Road 
Boston, 25, Mass. 
S 
Please send me, without cost or obligation, your free 


booklet, “‘How to Learn Piano or Organ,” free sample 
lessons, and full particulars of your method— 
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Note the remarkable improvement 
in the same eyes below 


What a Wonderful Difference 


Eyes which an instant before were dull and que 
unable to express, become deeply shaded pools; 
ful, talkative and alluring—when 
MAYBELLINE is applied. Put on a drop of the 
conan Liquid or a touch of the Solid form; 
then peek into your mirror. ta lous 
transformation! 
MAYBELLINE does its magic work 
the lightest, most scant lashes appear and 
naturally luxuriant. It is a mighty 
one which every girl and woman can use to advan 
genuine wil p ot stiffen nor break the lashes, 

sure you get it. 

Either Solid or Liquid in Black or 

Brown—7ic at all toilet goods counters. 


MAYBELLINE CO., 4750-80 Sheridan Rd., CHICAGO 


Liquid Form 
(Waterproof) 


Canton Crepe 
LA GENUINE 
Hand Beaded 


c.0.D. 
Newest $50 Style. 
Parisian 
Model, . Gracefu 


Stunning Canton 
Sitk Dress. But look 
at our low price! Yes! al- 
most unbelievable. See it for 
MTIREL 
We guarantee to refund 
every cent if not entirely 
satisfied, but order 
quick! We sacrifice prof- 
its to make new frends 
and our offer is limited. 
SEND NO 
ably tail- 
MONEY 
elegant 
material, genuine Canton 
Crepe. Richly Hand Beaded 
with brilliant lustre Bugle 
Beads. Round neck and 
smart kimono length 
sleeves with slit cuffs. 
ular, Stylish,Knife-pleat- 
ed Skirt. Beautiful 
Rosette with picot-ed 
streamers adorning sash a 
Truly a slenderizing fashion. 
Hurry! Jus 
$3.38 
not arn and 
ne Colors: Black, 


bac 
ner? 


Federal Mail Order Co. 
Dept. 1339, CHICAGO. ILL. 


|a band of Hebrews, also seeking relief 
| from persecution, had asked to join them; 


of how, later, when news of the success 
of this endeavor went forth, a group of 
unwanted Mennonites had sent a message 
begging for shelter. 

Occasionally, through the years, there 
had drifted in a sprinkling of unknowns, 


| sometimes dreamers caught by the spirit of 


the village, sometimes men who sent for the 


| families from unknown parts, sometimes 


just a man and a woman seeking happiness 
in their own way. 

“We have lived far from the greed of 
men, and the lust for possession. Auto- 
mobiles will merely bring back all the greed 
from which our forefathers fled. People 
will come here to sell us things we do not 
need in order that they may make more 


| money than they or their children can use 


| a fine trot. 


in a lifetime. Or they will come here to 
buy things from us. We have nothing to 
sell, and we do not need their money, 
either.” 

“A sort of Noah’s Ark, is that it?” 
laughed Clyde. “Where all the animals 
are stay-in ones, and nobody else may 
enter.” 

He was helping me into the cart. My 
hand rested lightly in his, but when he 
said this I snatched it away and took up 
the reins. He got in after me. 

“Now you are poking fun at us,” I 
retorted. “That is what all strangers do. 
And that is why we do not care if none 
ever come.” 

“Would it be the same to you if I had 
never come?” he wanted to know. 

Cosmo tossed his mane and started off at 
For a minute or two I busied 
myself with the reins, not knowing what 
to say. I could not tell when he was 
serious and when mocking, and I felt 


| grateful to my bonnet for hiding my 


tlushed cheeks. Would it have been the 
same, I wondered ? 

“T would be pleased to address you as 
‘thou’,” I said at length, all unconscious 
of my own artlessness, “even though our 
acquaintance be short. That is, if thou 
wilt not laugh at me.” 


OPE to tell you I won't!” he assured 

me fervently. This was the first time I 
heard this expression, and I could not help 
smiling, it sounded so blunt and quaint. 
Indeed the whole experience was proving 
strange and exciting, and in my heart I 
think I realized that it would not have been 
the same. 

In spite of the mountainous character of 
the district, and our secluded location, the 
bench in the hillside upon which Martins- 
ville rests is more like a plateau, having 
been long since cleared and leveled by our 
forefathers. As we drove along, peace- 
ful scenes, golden in the September sun- 
shine, unrolled before us like a carpet. 

I pointed out to Clyde the utter absence 
of fences, although each family owned its 
own piece of ground. I called his attention 
to the barns and silos crammed with the 
fruit of the harvest, and to the plumes of 
curling smoke that issued from the chim- 
neys, and signified as many happy houses. 

Only from the cottages where the 
Hebrews lived, no smoke rose that day, for 
it was Saturday, their Sabbath. They do 
not light their fires on Saturday, but leave 
their food in stone jugs buried in hot ashes 
to keep it warm. I caught a flash of old 
Abner Gordon standing at the window, in 
prayer shawl and skull cap, swaying to 
the cadence of his prayers. 

Silence had fallen between us. Only the 
clap-clap of Cosmo’s little hoofs, and an 
occasional cry of the harvesters, broke the 


The Hidden City 
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stillness that hung like a golden haze over 
the ripening fields. 

When we reached the Schoonmakker 
barn I saw little ten-year-old Minna, in 
her Mennonite cap and long skirts, run 
toward the house, her purpose undis- 
guised. 

“Many curious and shy eyes will peer at 
thee from behind curtains,” I told him. 

His answer was quite irrelevant. He 
shifted a little closer. Our knees touche, 
for the buggy was small compared to the 
size of its big burden. Our hands almost 
touched, too, and from Clyde’s bronze: 
face, health and strength seemed to ra- 
diate as warmth radiates from the sun. 

“Why did you bring me those yellow 
apples?” he demanded. “Because you are 
—Eden?” 

“Were they not delicious?” 


HE sweetest I ever tasted. Your par- 
ents were clever to name you Eden, 
little friend.” 

“Tis because they prayed for me so 
long. Then after ten years I came. I 
brought them closer to Paradise, they 
said. And so they called me Eden.” 

“You would bring any man closer to 
Paradise,” he mused. “If only you knew!” 

“Knew what?” 

“Your loveliness.” 

Philippa Rhodes, sweeping out the 
Friend’s Meeting ‘House for the next 
day’s services, dropped her broom at sight 
of us. When I looked back to wave at 
her, she was already hurrying toward the 
only store in Martinsville, to share the 
news with whosoever might be about. 

Yet I doubt if the sensation Clyde Orsay 
caused in Martinsville were one tenth as 
disturbing as the tumult he created in my 
heart. 

My life, which had been one of ordered 
routine by which I could have told you 
any hour what would happen the next, now 
became a thing of palpitating mystery. 
Whereas nothing had ever happened be- 
fore, with Clyde Orsay in the house, any- 
thing might. 

And so much did! 

He might come in from the road any 
moment. Or being in, he might go out 
at any moment. Then again he might tap 
at the window pane to startle me. His 
fingertips might brush mine. His keen eyes 
might leap with a strange fire when he 
looked at me, as if we were conspirators. 

But conspirators in what? 

New dreams spun in my brain. And 
new fears came, too, for I could not for- 
get that Clyde Orsay was a worldling. 

There was hardly a day when our stand- 
ards did not clash, hardly a day that was 
not fraught with pain for both of us, 
hardly a day when I did not flounce into 
my room in anger over the ridiculous 
things he said about my parents and the 
other parents in Martinsville. 


ANY a crooked seam I ripped, because 

tears had blinded my eyes when I 
sewed it. Once I even mixed a pan of 
bread without leavening, and I did not 
know, until Mother observed, in the morn- 
ing, that the dough had not risen. 

She drew her arm across my shoulders. 
Anxious for a little relief from this ter- 
rible inner conflict, I nestled against her 
as I had so often done in childhood. 

“He is comely, and honest, and cheerful. 
Daughter,” she said, reading my thoughts 
with startling accuracy. “But compose 
thyself. For remember that his ways are 
not thy ways; that love is greater than a 
bronzed face and a swift glance from 

[Turn to page 98] 
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A Glass of Wine with the Borgias 


HE youth hesitates, hand on glass. Will he obey the imperious look of command in the eyes of the beautiful Lucrezia—the 

magnet that has drawn him to this supper in the pontifical apartment? Will he yield to the ingratiating advances of Cesar 
Borgia and partake of the proffered cup? Or will he be warned before it is too late by the sinister glance shot from the cruel eyes of 
the old Pontiff as he coldly calculates the destruction of the young gallant? 

To comply or refuse is equally hazardous. If he decline the poisoned draught, will he escape the knife of the hired assassin even 
now lurking in the shadows of the papal palace? 

Rodrigo Borgia (Alexander VI), Lucrezia and Cesar formed the diabolical trinity which sat for eleven years upon the papal 
throne in Rome, an impious parody of the Holy Trinity—the most perfect incarnation of evil that ever existed on earth. How many 
gallant lives thus darkly and without commotion passed out of sight, whirled away by the headlong torrent of the ambition of that 
terrible triumvirate, is told as only that great weaver of word pictures, Alexandre Dumas, could tell in 


THE STRANGEST AND MOST CURIOUS SET OF BOOKS EVER PUBLISHED 


THE CELEBRATED 


“Fascinating History.” 
The New York Herald. 


OF HISTORY 


“This most important work.” 
The New York Times. 


NEVER BEFORE COMPLETELY TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH 


They form a collection of stories of the most sensational crimes; 
crimes prompted by illicit love, envy, ambition, religion—stories of 
poison plots, abduction, treachery, intrigue, and conspiracies, gleaned 
from hidden archives. We pass through secret passages, see stealthy 
lurking figures and the gleam of the assassin’s blade; we hear the muf- 
fled moan, the splash, hurried footsteps—but to appreciate these books 
you must see the books themselves, look through them, and read them. 


The millions of admirers of the works of Dumas will hail with keen 
delight this, the first and absolutely the only complete and unabridged 
translation of this astonishing series. Printed from the same plates as 
the edition de luxe, sold at $100.00 a set, the edition offered our patrons is 
illustrated by Jacques Wagrez of Paris and beautifully bound in cloth, 
stamped with emblematic design in gold. 


NONE OF THE EDITIONS OF DUMAS CONTAIN THESE STORIES, AND NO SET OF DUMAS IS COMPLETE WITHOUT THEM 


Intrigues of a Licentious Court 


In one of the volumes Dumas brilliantly 
works into a vivid picture of the Dark Ages the 
vices and crimes of that extraordinary family, 
the Borgias, that furnished one Pope of Rome 
and some of the blackest pages in history. 
Here we see the whole murderous, poisonous 
crew with their greedy craving for debauchery, 
flattery, titles, and gold. We watch the career 
of the beautiful but depraved Lucrezia, a 
Messalina with the features of a Madonna. 
We see the intrigues of the medizval papal 
court—the murders, abductions, poisonings 
—drawn from the chronicles of eyewitnesses, 
those naive accounts which, without embar- 
rassment, call a spade a spade. 


The Man in the Iron Mask 


One of the strangest and most mysterious 
crimes is that of The Man.in the Iron Mask. 
Who was he? What was his past? Was it 
the dissolute life of the courtier? Was it the 
devious ways of an intriguing diplomat? Did 
some fair one within the hallowed circle of 
royalty love not wisely but too well? Why 
after over two hundred years does he still 
excite such. intense interest and retain so strong 
a hold on the imagination? Why does he 
always arouse a feeling of terror that will not 
down? 


Nothing in the World Like Them 


“Great crimes have played so large a part in 
the world’s history that one cannot obtain a 
thorough knowledge of past times without the 
aid of such a book as this,"’ says The New York 
Herald, when reviewing this series. The lover 
of history is enraptured with the wealth of facts, 
from new authorities, brought to bear by 
Dumas upon the life of the charming and 
beautiful but indiscreet and ill-fated Mary 
Stuart as Queen of France and Scotland. 
Read the story of her amours, and of her 
barbarous imprisonment and murderous execu- 
tion, which constitute one of the greatest 
crimes of history, told as Dumas alone can tell 
it. Thereis no other work like this. Nowhere 
else can you get so intimate a view.of the men 
and women whose misdeeds in every quarter 
of Europe, from Russia to Spain, from Turkey 
to Scotland, have contributed so much of 
tragedy .to the romantic portion of the history 
ef the Old World. And every word is just as 
Dumas wrote it. 


Dumas’ Masterpiece 


Think of a fascinating historical series—of 
which only the highly privileged ew heretofore 
have had any knowledge—by your favorite 
author, vivacious, witty, ardent, brilliant, big- 
hearted Alexandre Dumas, who gave you your 
first real taste for European history while 
following the adventures of D’Artagnan in 
The Three Musketeers. 


Examine these Books Free 
in Your Home 


To appreciate their value you must see the 
books themselves, look through them, and read 
them. We want you to do this and will send 
you the books for free examination. If you do 
not want to keep them you may return them 
in five days and the examination will cost you 
nothing. If you wish to keep them—as we 
are sure you will—you may pay for them on 
easy monthly payments as shown on the 
Coupon. 

Seeing is Believing 

Send no money now. Just mail the Coupon 
to-day. ‘‘To-day’’ doesn’t mean next week 
or the following. At this especially low price 
these sets will be quickly sold. Don’t miss 
this opportunity. Act at once. Mail the 
Coupon. 


RITTENHOUSE PRESS 
Est. 1873—18 Medals and Diplomas 
Rittenhouse Square, Philadelphia, Pa 


You may send me for my inspection, charges 
prepaid, the 8-volume set of Celebrated Crimes by 
Alexandre Dumas, bound in dark blue cloth. I 
will either return the set in 5 days or send you 
only $1‘as a first payment and $2 a month for 
seven months. 
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A Scientific Discovery, harmlessly and painlessly 
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| youthful eyes.” How definite, and yet kind! 
| “My parents are not tyrants,” I pro- 
| tested to Clyde in vexation. “They do not 

‘force me to do things against my will. 

And if that is thy real opinion thou art 
lacking in discernment.” 

“Then it’s funny that you or the other 
young folks in town never do the smallest 
_ thing against your parents’ wishes.” 

“That is because we have been brought 
up in love and understanding, and do not 
wish to hurt our parents. I would rather 
|sacrifice my greatest desire than wound 
them by gratifying it.” 

“Well—it’s not fair just the same,” he 
said, as if that settled the matter, “for them 
|to expect all you, in this generation, to 
follow in the path they cut out for you 
before you were born.” 

“Suppose I am content to do so?” 

“Are you really?” he challenged. 


AVING always taken for granted that 

our kind of life was synonymous with 
|happiness, I had naturally never stopped 
|to ask myself this.question. The fact that 
I should hesitate even for a second mad- 
dened me. 

“Of course I am!” I protested vehe- 
mently. 

We had been out walking, and just before 
we reached our low, rambling, brown 
house, Clyde spoke again. 

“Eden, did you ever dance?” 

“No, indeed,” I assured him, shocked. 

“If just once you would know the thrill 
of gliding out with a perfect partner to the 
| throbbing rhythm of music! If just once 
| you lifted your voice to sing some foolish 
song about sunshine and love, for the 
mere joy of living ! Then you would know 
_ what I mean. 
| “The joy of living is within me,” I 
| retorted. “And I do not have to sing or 
| dance to express agg 

The next time Clyde brought up the 
subject, we were sitting on a great rock 
that jutted from the mountain side. Below 
lus grazed Ezra Levi's sheep, spread over 
| the placid fields like tufts on a giant quilt. 

Still further below, in the valley, lay 
the town of Madison with its pointed 
churches, its red-roofed station, and auto- 
| mobiles rushing hither and thither after 
|the manner of frightened ants. 

“Eden,” he began abruptly, 
ever feel like cutting loose?’ 

“Cutting loose?” I puzzled over the 
expression. 

He explained what it meant. 


H, BUT I have been away,” I said. 

“Ww henever Father goes to the bank in 
| Madison, he takes me. And I have been 
|to the Friends’ School in Bellemead, thirty 
miles down the valley.” 

- , meant farther than that, to a big 
city.’ 

hat would I do in a big city? 
before those terrible automobiles ? 
never leave my parents.” 

“Tt’s a wonder some of ’em don’t clear 
out, though,” he added. 

I told him about Humility Fenwick; and 
Peter Gardner studying medicine in Phila- 
delphia ; and Orva Martin, who played the 
organ in a great moving picture house in 
New York. 

“They have brought great relief into 
their homes by going away,” I said. “I 
‘do not see how they steeled their hearts 
| to do it.” 

T was to learn soon enough that it re- 
quired no great steeling of the heart to 
transgress. It was the result of un- 
governed impulses, and lack of s‘rength 
to resist. 


Clyde Orsay had planted a seed in my 


“don’t you 


Cower 
I will 


thoughts. It was not his fault that the 
seed fell on fertile ground. I do not want 
to blame him. He would not deliberately 
have hurt the tiniest curl on my _ head. 
Convinced that my parents were keeping 
me behind prison bars, he was swept only 
by the sincere though mistaken desire to 
liberate me. 

An assistant came, bringing Clyde’s 
automobile with him, but as it was quite 
impossible to drive across the swaying cable 
bridge, he had to leave it on the other side 
of the stream. 

“Well?” demanded Clyde, when, at his 
invitation, I came down to look at it. 

“How does it measure up to your little 
toy horse?” 

“T would rather have Cosmo,” I said. 
“He neighs and snorts when he sees me, 
and noses my palm for a lump of sugar. 
Will an automobile do that?” 

“Almost. Look here.” He reached in- 
side this scarlet, spindle-shaped thing and 
touched a button. Instantly it began to 
hum, very softly with a faint throbbing, 
like a creature waiting for the order to 
start. 

“There. How’s that? Human, isn’t it? 
Come for a ride with me, Eden, won't you? 
Let’s race the sunset. It’s almost gone, but 
we can catch it.” 

Already he had seized my elbow and was 
guiding me toward the quivering machine. 
I shrank away. 

“IT cannot!” I gasped. 

“Eden, why are you afraid of me?” 

“Oh, Clyde! I am not afraid of thee. 
But I must not go.” 

“Don't you want to go?” 


GAIN that challenge. Did I want to 
go? The little scarlet machine fas- 
cinated me. 

“Then you are afraid—of your father,” 
he put in bitterly. 

“Tf I wanted to go, Father would leave 
the matter to my own conscience,” I said. 

“Then what does your conscience say?” 

I did not answer. A hurt silence fell 
between us. With his smudged face, he 
seemed no more than a disappointed little 
boy. A lump rose in my throat. I did 
not want to hurt him. Neither could I 
bear to hurt my dear parents. 

“You're hesitating because you want to 
go,’ Clyde accused. “Only you don't 
dare.” 

“I could show thee that I am not 
afraid,” I mused aloud, as if in self- 
justification of the course I was about to 
choose. 

He crushed my hands between his grimy 
ones. The blood surged into my face. 
felt elated, like an ethereal creature float- 
ing on the cloud that was all but gone. I 
was swept by some force greater than 
myself, some force greater than tradition, 
greater than generations of training. 

“And my parents will not Punish me 
either! But I cannot go now.’ 

“Tonight ?” 

The barrier was swept away. “Tonight!” 

Supper was a dreadful meal. My cheeks 
burned. I could not eat. I was thankful 
that we said silent grace, nobody being 
moved to words. I could not have trusted 
myself to pronounce the “Amen.” 

‘Now indeed were Clyde and I con- 
spirators, for I did not mean to tell my 
parents of this escapade until after my 
return. How soon Deception makes dupes 
of us! 

By some miracle it was the night for 
the monthly meeting of Elders, and imme- 
diately after the meal, Mother and Father 
went off to the Meeting House. 

That left the way clear. Clyde had al- 

[Turn to page 100] 
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tag WAS for a woman—the Lily, but would his 
23 bravery save her. Would she reward him with a burning \ 
kiss of love, or would the enemy’s sword first pierce her 


heart—then his? Death stared him in the face, but love urged him on. Would 
the gray dawn find them side by side on his mat of men, desolate, cold, dead? 


To solve the mystery surrounding this, one of the most sensational 
historical romances of all ages and times, read on through page after page of 


the most absorbing, thrilling, exciting stories ever written, in y v 
GGARD HAGGARD Ha f an IAGGARD 2D HA Bar (DE 


HISTORICAL ROMAN 


HAGG 


— Thirteen Splendid Volumes 


N THESE 4400 pages brimful of breathless adven- 
ture there are no tedious introductions. Straight 
into the heart of the story this romantic Historian 
takes you—breathless, anxious, careening—from Egypt to 
‘ Peru; from the Southern Cross to the Northern Star. Never 
were there such plots within plots; dramatic situations, 
romanticism and love that passeth understanding. 


™ Relax—Enjoy Yourself to the Full 


Tie. thirteen wonderful volumes will make you forget 


your troubles. In these crisp, bright pages of slashing, 
daring, historical romances you can relax and enjoy life to 
the full—you can increase your efficiency many times over. 
From today’s boredom of convention you can enter the doors of 
Cleopatra’s voluptuous Court into the Rome of Caesar’s day. 
No home, no library or reading You can plunge into the Golden Age of Romance, when brave 


men died for a fair woman’s smile, and women smiled througi 
tears and blood. 


of historical romance. 


of Men to 


Lie On” 


Follow the breathless ro- 
mances of these strange char- 
acters in stiil stranger lands: 
1. Allan Quatermain—Africa 
2. Cleopatra—Ancient Egypt 
3. She—Ethiopia 
4. Montezuma’s Daughter— 
Mexico 
5.Allan and the Holy 
Flower—7Zululand 
6. Child of Storm—Sou‘h 
Africa 
7. King Solomon’s Mines— 
Kukuanaland 
8. Moon of Israel— The Land 
of The Pharaohs 
9. Sheand Allan—Ancient Kor 
10. Marie—The Land of the 
Boers 
11. The Ancient Allan— 
Pharaoh’s Cities 
12. The Ivory Child—Khen- 
daland 


13. Finished— Transvaal 


The Least Expensive Form of Entertainment 2 f y 
and Good History As Well McKinlay, Sloe & Machene, 
HESE Thirteen Famous Historical R are here ted 
to you for the first time as a complete set, handsomely bound in 
| substantial cloth covers, and the first edition offered _ at a bi ig ¥ Z ase pecial set of H. Rider 
bargain that may never again be duplicated. For a sm addition: ‘ ‘ oe Haggard’ s 13 Great His- 
sum you can have them bound in rich, durable artcraft binding, Ld tor A Romances bound in 
difficult to tell from genuine leather. pe! a & A 
after 10 days free examination 
Short Time Cut Price Offer— 
Special 407% Reduction If You Act Now! 
S A MEANS of this wonderful new set as quickly us f RS fer 
and as widely as possible, we are offering a few people in Se expense, examination to cost me nothing. 
each locality the first edition of these famous books at a Sd Xs) 
40% reduction below the publisher’s price. Don’t delay 
quantity is limit 4 
McKinlay, FREE 10 DAY TRIAL! 
Stone & If you mail the coupon today we will send you these Your or Husband’s i 


. famous 13 volumes without one penny down. Read 
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“TI couldn’t get along 
without her” 


“Sue’s the most valuable girl in the 
office. I’ve raised her salary twice 
in the last year and she has another 
raise coming soon. She’s got the 
right idea. Studies at home in spare 
time through the International Cor- 

: respondence Schools. She knows 
as much about this business as most 
of the men. I couldn’t get along 
without her.” 


Why don’t you specialize on some subject and 
~~ to earn more money? There’s no surer Wa) 
to do it than by studying at home in spare time wi 
the International Correspondence Schools. 

The I. C. S. has a number of courses especially 
arranged for women. Some I. C. S. women students 
are making as high as $35, $50, $75 and $100 a 
‘week as private secretaries, artists, expert letter writ- 
ers, pharmacists, assistants in chemical laboratories, 
high-priced sales executives, office managers, adver- 
tising writers, and in Civil Service and banking! 

Mark and mail the coupon and we'll be glad to 
send you _— descriptive booklets telling what 
the I. C. S. can for you. 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6254-C, Scranton, Penna. 
The oldest and largest correspondence achools in the world 
Without cost or obligation, please send me your 48-page 
booklet, “How Women Are Gett:ng Ahead,’’ and tell me 
how 1 tan qualify for the position or in the subject before 
which I have marked an X: 


Advertising 
Private Secretary 
Assistant Bank 


Civil Service 
|High School Subjects 
Illustrating 


Cashier Cartooning 
Accounting Bookkeeping 
Chemistry Businees Law 
Pharmacy Corporation Secretary 

_)Business English Architecture 
()Spanish Drafting 
French Designing 
Salesmanship Telegraphy 
Better Letters Window Trimming 
Stenographer and Railroad Clerk 
Typist Dressmaking 
OShow Card Lettering Millinery 
Name 
Street 
Occupationg........... 


If you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the Interna- 
tional Cerrespondence Schools Canadian Limited, Montrea 


Beauty Returns 


Complexion Clears 
Under the Magic of this 
New Scientific Discovery 
By Mme. Jean 

T was ageing fast—worried! Wrin- 

es, frown lines and crow-feet 

marred my beauty, hindered me 

socially until one day a friend re- 

vealed this wonderful Egyptian 

beauty secret. I tried it—-results 

were amazing! It lifted away wrinkles-removed skin 

blemishes—restored youthful freshness and left my 

face soft and smooth. Try Jean Beautifier. Special 

$5.00 Jar treatment offered for limited time at only 

$1.39. Look 10 years younger—feel and see results 

a'most instantly, Satisfaction Guaranteed. sa 

Just send name and address. On 

Send No Money! arrival pay only $1.39 and post- 

age to cover laboratory expense. If after third treat- 

ment, you are not delighted, return balance and we'll 
gladly refund price paid. 
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| “Imbracing ? 


grove behind the old tannery. As if a 
demon were driving me, I put on a fresh 
cap and new kerchief. With bonnet dan- 
gling from my arm and cloak trailing after 
me I sped toward our trysting place. 

As Clyde did not.wish to use his pocket 
torch, he declared there was only one way 
for him to guide me down the dark hill. 
He slipped his arm about my waist! 

I was consumed by two fires, the fire of 
guilt, and the fire of anticipation. I sup- 
pose I was mad, to let him do it. 

He begged me not to put on my bonnet, 
and to take off my cap. 

“I want to see your curls,” he whispered. 
“Oh, I know they’re curls, and brown like 
a cup of hot coffee after a day’s work.” 

“It is not meet to uncover thy head in 
the presence of God,” I protested. “And 
God is everywhere.” 


BY I was just a leaf caught by the 
gust of his desire, and before we started 
he himself removed the offending cap, 
while his fingers, perforce, brushed my 
hair. I know I clung to his muscular arm, 
foolishly imagining that I would fly off 
into space if I did not hold him. To my 
own surprise that fear disappeared shortly, 
leaving only a sharp sense of delight 
tinged with an element of danger. 

The instant we rolled out on to a level 
road, Clyde’s arm stole about me again. 
Ever so slightly, I strained away. Walk- 
ing on the dark road, it had been different. 
Here, sitting close to him, shyness over- 
took me. 

“Enjoying it, little friend?” he asked. 

My heart beat louder than the engine, 
clap-clapping like Cosmo's little hoois. “It's 
glorious,” I breathed, nestling against his 
shoulder. 

I cannot describe very accurately the 
scene which burst upon me. I have only 
a jumbled impression of great noise, and 
many colors, and music mingled with shrill 
voices, and men and girls of my own age 
whirling swiftly about the floor. 

Perhaps only a hundred had gathered in 
the room that night. I would have testified 
to ten thousand. I felt overwhelmed by 
the numbers, for never had I seen so many 
people together before. Frantically, I 


clung to Clyde, my only friend in this vast 


assemblage. 

Then out of the maze, the details began 
to take shape. Music—rhythm— 

“Why are these men and girls embracing 
each other in such a public place?” I asked 
in perplexity. 

Clyde squeezed my hand reassuringly. 
Why—that’s dancing, you 


| innocent Quaker child!” 


“Dancing?” The truth burst over me. 
“Oh, Clyde—why did you bring me here?” 

“I’m going to teach you how to dance!” 

People were greeting Clyde. He ex- 
plained to me that he had visited this place 
before. 

“I won't stay!” I blazed. “I said I 
would go for a ride, and you have brought 
me to this disgraceful place.” 

“Disgraceful? This is Karnak Country 


Club. <All the first families of the 
| county-——” 
Clyde must be mistaken, I thought. 


Would the women of the first families go 
about in public almost nude? They could 
not be wearing very much underclothing, 
either. Their gowns clung so to their 
bodies. And they did not seem to mind 
it very much that their male partners had 
their hands sprawled all over their naked 
backs. 


If this was dancing, I would never, 
never yield to it. But even before my 
thought was completed, I felt myself 
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| ready gone, to wait for me in the pine 


sway into Clyde’s arms, and he was telling 
me to curl my arm about his neck. 

cannot dance!” 

“Just walk to the music. Walk,” he 
urged. “Follow me, and when I turn, 
turn with me. We're off!” 

I was too dizzy to know what was hap- 
pening. Every moment swirling couples 
threatened to crash into us. Only my utter 
confidence in Clyde carried me about that 
floor. And again, to my surprise I suffered 
a change. Gradually my body relaxed. 
The tom-tom beat of the music awoke 
within me forgotten instincts. The light 
and laughter, and Clyde’s tender attentions, 
intoxicated me. 

I found that by pressing closer to my 
partner I could anticipate his steps. Through 
this bodily contact we seemed to communi- 
cate with each other readiiy. So I let 
him hold me closer, and all thought of 
Martinsville vanished from <ny conscious- 
ness. 

During that intermission, Clyde intro- 
duced me to many of these people whom 
he knew, men of all sorts, and girls with 
white faces and red lips, or red cheeks and 
white noses. I myself felt flushed, but I 
wondered if I looked as queer as these 
girls. 

I think a dozen men asked me for a 
dance. One thought iny “line was right 
snappy.” I did not know what he meant 
and did not care. How could I dance with 
anyone but Clyde? The mere thought 
shamed me. 

It seemed that I had been dancing forever 
when finally a laughing voice behind me 
said, “I beg your pardon,” and | felt a 
strange man’s touch on my arm. 

I was terrified. “Oh, Clyde! Clyde!” | 
whispered, tears choking my voice. 

Clyde brushed the man away. 

“If you've got brains, Carleton,” .e said, 
“use ’em.” 

Then he led me out to the vine-covered 
porch, and pushing my cap back, he 
smoothed my hair with swift feverish 
strokes that broke something tense within 
me. “Did you believe I would let harm 
come to you? Would any man do that to 
the girl he loves?” 

He crushed me against him. It was 
breath-taking, but sweet. Then, when he 
kissed me full on the lips and I did not 
shrink from him, peace stole over my 
heart. 


T IS strange how Love reveals itself. 

A moment before, I could not have told 
what it was. Now I did not doubt that I 
loved Clyde. And he loved me, and had 
kissed me, and so we were betrothed. 

I felt curiously tired. 1 wanted to go 
home. Clyde carried me to the little red 
automobile, whispering dear foolish things 
in my ear, and stowing me away in the 
seat like some precious, fragile possession. 

The ride home is a blurred vision. I 
hardly think I knew we were going home. 
We were just two sparkling stars rushing 
forward in the firmament. 

We had to walk almost two miles un 
from the other side of the bridge. | leaned 
heavily on Clyde, and half the time my feet 
scarcely touched the road. Dreamy, deli 
cious sensations enveloped me. 

The house was dark. I went first, con- 
vinced that I could open the door more 
quietly as I knew its peculiarities. Of 
course we had no locks or keys. Clyde 
stood behind me. 

The instant we stepped into the living 
room, a beam of light shot across the 
floor. Father stood in the kitchen door- 
way, lamp raised high, his eyes piercing the 
shadows until they rested on Clyde and me. 

(To Be Continued) 
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Marcel Your 


at Home with this 


MARVELOUS 
AVING CAP 


New Invention Will Pay for Itself in a Few 
Days and End Forever the “High Cost of 
Upkeep” for Bobbed Hair 


HOLLY WOOD is responsible for this idea, 
which has brought beautiful hair to thou- 
sands of women. 

Motion picture stars were among the first 
to succumb to the craze for bobbed hair. 
Soon they found the “cost of upkeep” 
simply amazing. Betty Compson figured her 
expense for hair dressing and marcelling at 
about $15 a week. Estelle Taylor's was 
about the same. 

An ingenious inventor heard of their 
troubles and it set him to thinking. If these 
film stars, who were fabulously rich, found 
it 2 burden to keep their ‘‘bobs’’ marcelled, 
what about the millions of girls and women 
in moderate circumstances who were just as 
anxious to keep in 


Hair 


can be independent of the beauty par- 
lor and save all the money that would 
ordinarily go towards keeping your 
hair marcelled. Instead of spending $1 
to $1.50, plus the usual tip, every week 
or two you can marcel wave your hair 
at home practically without any cost 
and in a few minutes’ time! 
But even more important than the sav- 
ing of money is the benefit to your hair. 
Any specialist will tell you that constant 
marcelling with artificial heat is most in- 
jurious. In fact, some go so far as to say 
that many bobbed-haired girls of the present 
day will lose their hair entirely within a few 
years if they continue the scalp-baking, 
hair-searing meth- 


style? Couldn’t 
something be done 
to relieve them of 


of marcelling 
generally practiced 


READ WHAT THESE now. 


he burden? 

eee ; FILM STARS SAY Saves the Scalp 

Solves Marcelling Corinne Griffith: “I have a hair-dresser come to and Hair 
Problem my house every morning . . . It costs me about Shortly after vou 


After trying scores 
of devices and dis- 
carding them all as 
impractical, the 
persevering inven- 
tor finally hit upon 
this marvelous 
Waving Cap, which 
has_ solved the 
problem for nearly 
40,000 women— 
and which will solve 
the problem for 
“OU.” 


$20 a week to keep my bobbed hair properly 
arranged.” 


Mae Murray: “Even when I am not working it 
costs me about $15 a week." 


Norma Talmadge: ‘‘When I am working it costs 
me about $15 a day to keep my hair in shape.” 


Alice Terry: “My average expense for ‘hair up- 
keep’ is $15 to $18 a week.” 


Of course this is much more than the average girl 
would or could pay, but it costs most girls from 
$1 to $3 a week to keep their bobbed hair in per- 
fect condition. Read about this marvelous Waving 
Cap, which will put an end to all such expense and 
keep your hair always beautifully marcelled, 


discard the harsh, 
artificial heat 
method of marcel- 
ling and adopt this 
safe natural way, 
you'll begin to see 
the difference in 
your hair. Split 
ends and unruly 
strands will vanish. 
Soon you will notice 
that the Waving 
Cap training 
your hair and mak- 


The McGowan 


ing it much easier 


Waving Cap is a 

simple device that applies the principle 
of the curling iron to produce the wave 
you want, using a_ specially prepared, 
safe and harmless curling liquid in place of 
water and heat. A glance at the picture 
above will tell you how the Waving Cap 
works. An elastic headband holds five rub- 
berized strands in place. The hair, after 
being slightly moistened with a delightful 
curling fluid, is puffed out with the fingers 
or an orange stick, the elastic strands hold- 
ing the hair in little waves. As the hair 
dries in this position the waves become 
“set,” and when the Waving Cap is re- 
moved after 15 minutes you have as pretty 
2 marcel as you ever saw. And at a cost of 
about one cent! 


Eliminates Expense of Marcelling 


Think what a saving this means. With this 


inexpensive but efficient Waving Outfit you 


to keep it waved. 


You can put the waves in the same place 
each time you put in a fresh marcel, and 
the intervals between marcels will soon be 
getting longer and longer. 
And the Curling Fluid that goes with the 
McGowan Waving Outfit is most beneficial 
to the hair, too. It not only accentuates the 
curl, but also acts as a tonic for scalp and 
hair, promoting rich, luxurious growth. It 
is absolutely neutral and is guaranteed not to 
stain the hair or affect its color in any way. 


For Any Style of “Bob” 

It makes no difference what style of “bob” 
you prefer—Wavy Shingle, Ina Claire, Lee, 
Natural Curling Shingle—it makes no 
difference what kind of hair you have—soft 
and fluffy, coarse and straight, long or short 
—this new waving device is guaranteed to 
give you just the kind of marcel you want— 
and do it in 15 minutes’ time! 


After moistening the hair 
with MecGowan’s Curling Liq- 
uid, you stretch the elastic 
headband with the hands and 
bring it over the hair. Then 
you puff out the hair in little 
waves and let them dry in 
this position. 


In 15 minutes 
your hair is dry 
—and you have 
the loveliest 
marcel you ever 
saw. 


You can put in the waves any way you pre- 
fer—running from front to back, as shown 
in the illustrations, or running from side to 
side. It is the easiest thing in the world to 
arrange the Waving Cap so it will give you 
just the kind of marcel you want. 


Liberal Trial Offer 


If you are familiar with the price of other marcelling 
devices you would expect this one to cost at least $5 
or $10. In fact, when Mr. McGowan first showed 
his invention to his friends many of them advised him 
to sell it for that price, because it is easily worth it. 
But Mr. McGowan wants every girl and woman to 
get the benefit of his inge hious invention, so he has 
put the price within reac “h of all—$2.87 for the entire 
outfit. This includes a large sized bottle of his Curling 
Liquid as well as the newly invented Waving Cap. 


Send No Money—Just Mail the Coupon 


You don't even have to pay for this wonderful waving 
outfit in advance; nor do you have to risk a cent. All 
you do is sign and mail the coupon. In a few days 
your postman will bring your Waving Cap and Curl- 
Liquid and then you pay him $2.87, plus a few 
cents postage. You'll be den hted the first time you 
try your new-found beauty ae but your greatest joy 
will come after you have used it a few times and begin 
to see your hair getting trained the way you find it 
most becoming. 
After you have tried this magic Waving Cap and 
Curling Fluid for five days, if you are not perfectly 
delighted with results—if it doesn’t give you the most 
beautiful marcel you ever had and ——""y your hair 
in every way—simply return the outfit and your 
money will be ochunaes quickly and cheerfully. 


McGowan Laboratories 
710 W. Jackson Blvd. Chicago, Ill. 


--------C O UP O N-------5 


The McGowan Laboratories, 
710 West Jackson Blvd., Dept 105, 
Chicago 

Dear Mr. McGowan: Please send me your 
hair curling outfit, which includes your newly 
invented Waving Cap, and a bottle of Curling 
Liquid. 1 agree to deposit $2.87 (plus postage) 
with the tman upon its delivery. If I am 
not satistied with results in every way I will 
return outfit to you within five days and you 
are to refund the purchase price. 


Address 
Note: If you expect to be out when the 

man calls, enclose $3 with your order anc the 

McGowan Curling Outfit will be sent postpaid. 1! 
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narrowest, most impossible spot in the 
whole stretch of that miserable thread of 
a road, the only road, she knew, that we 
would be likely to take. 

“What’s wrong?” inquired Mack. 

“Cooling system out of commission,” 
unhesitatingly responded that hard-boiled 
|chauffeur without batting an eyelash. 

“So?” returned Mack. “Too bad.” He 
|gave me a kick as he scuffed his feet about. 

I agreed eloquently with a return kick. 
: ’ | That make of car made a strong point 

| in their advertising of the infrequency of 
|repairs and the impossibility of serious 
| breakdowns. I had never in my somewhat 
extensive acquaintance with that exclusive 
brand, heard of such a thing as the cool- 
ing system quitting, as the chauffeur de- 
clared it had. But it was plainly a point 
upon which we could not question the gen- 
tleman’s honor by turning on the juice 
and starting her off, especially as the 
sweet young thing stood by, corroborating 
all he said and incidentally blocking the 
| way both to the juice and to the cooling 
| system. 

“There’s nothing to do,” she sighed, “but 
wait till they can send out from town to 
tow us in.” She knew it was a cinch my 
roadster could never do the job, not on 
that grade. 


Curly 
Wavy Hair Like 
“Nature's Own 


Try the Silmerine way and the 
curliness will appear perfectly 
wil last ever so 


Liquid 


iq used successfully for years, Sor long and bob- 
bea hair; blond, brunet, gray hair. hair delight- 
fully soft. t, silky, lustrous. Neither y nor greasy. 
$1. Drag stores and toilet counters. 
for * ‘Beauty Secreta 
2350 Cl 


WFULLY sorry we can't help out on 
that,” I volunteered. “But we'll be 


as Dental 
a w 


arse paying Bees eps week! glad to send a towing outfit to pick you up. 
ccelsting Dentists now oven. We'll back up, hunt a spot to turn around 


YAX protes- 
sion for women of 4 ages. Easy 
work. short office how 


Women! Girls! $35 to $60 a Week 


and strike the road down on the other side. 
Would you care to come in our car? It'll 
be something of a squeeze and not very 


1 supply vou with complete outfit of toole, and materiale comfortable, but perhaps you'd rather put 
Get my big Book FREE! hated to ask her, but I didn't see how I 


‘could decently do less. 


“Oh, I'd love to!” she cooed. “But I 
ice He's dis- 
$5 53 located his knee and is suffering so! If 


you would... would you take him in- 


stead of me? 

Jack produced the injured member. I’ve 
since suspected that he was like the fellow 
I once had known who could dislocate 
| his knees at will and who, I also happened 
to know, had done remarkably well col- 
lecting accident damages for those knees 
till more than one of his claims chanced 
unluckily to turn up with the same insur- 
ance company. Of course I don’t know, 
but I’ve since suspected Jack of having 
trick knees. That suspicion, however, did 
|not occur to me at the moment. Even if 
it had, we should have had to take their 
word for the knee just as we had for the 
cooling system. 

“It’s swelling every minute,” she kept 
cooing on. “If you could only take him 
back with you! He’s suffering so dread- 
fully, and time means so much to him! 
Poor Jack!” She looked up at me with 
her best babe-like, beatific smile, as she 
added bravely, “I shouldn’t mind at all 
staving alone!” 

There were several words I longed to 
say to the lady, but I choked them down. 
Mack looked at me and I looked at him. 
Then we did the only thing possible under 
the circumstances. We carried poor Jac 
and his confounded knee over to my road- 
ster and set him tenderly down in the seat 
in which but a moment before I had had 
visions of traveling back to town myself. 
At the gentle insistence of the lady we 
also carried quantities of cushions from 
the limousine to prop up the knee, so op- 
portunely dislocated. 

When we had finished, all was as the 
\lady had wickedly plotted it should be. 
| Jack and his cushions occupied every inch 
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can’t leave Jack. Poor thing! 


> Send for my pro- 
‘s position. I pay men ; 
and women $85.00F 
weekly to as high as 
$36.00 per day for eith- { 
erallor sparetime help. 
No experience necessary. 


Si ; 
2 RADIUM |: 
LINGERIE 


Charming ladies lingerie ; 
and hosiery,pretty,low priced, 

sells on sight, actually. Miss ie: 
Grace James $36 a 
day, spare time; R. Thomp- i 
son earned $33 in one day. You HY 


can doas well. We tell you how. 


Profits in Advance 


Your profits in advance, we 
ship and collect. You show 
s and mail us the orders. Noth- 
ng in any store compares in beouty 
and value to “‘Princess 
lingerie and hosiery. 


High Grade-Steady 


povertunity for big c 
an and 


wanted, te errite rial rights 
fast, don't delay, write ao 


ROBERTS-FRANK & CO 
1733 Irving Park Blvd 
CHICAGO 


Exploding the Bunk! 


[Continued from page 45] 


Mack’s seat. 
There was clearly no room left in that 
roadster in which I could ship a sweet 
young thing back to town so that I might 
remain safely alone to stand guard over 


of available space except 


the precious limousine. Mack had to get 
back to the studio. There was no way 
out of that. So the sweet young thing 


and I were left to watch the limousine 


together ! 
I ground my teeth. Mack whispered in 
my ear, “Fear not, little one! Heaven 


will protect the wurking gurl!” 

My sense of proprieties will not permit 
me to repeat more of my reply than the 
soulful words, “Help! And send it quick!” 

He waved to us cheerily, that chauffeur 
did, while Mack proceeded to demonstrate 
what my roadster would do in reverse 
on a stiff grade. They were off. Then, 
indeed, as that favorite writer, Ethel Dell, 
might put it, “My heart beat madly in 
my breast!” 

I wondered what degree of stardom the 
lady would demand for herself in return 
for letting me off from court and a breach 
of promise suit or worse. I determined 
not to be stabbed in the back, as it were. 
I faced about, trying in vain to still my 
pounding heart. Instantly I realized I had 
been none too quick in saving myself from 
an unprotected attack in that directivn. 
She was coming right after me. Or, to 
use the more romantic words with which 
E. D. might describe the lady’s approach, 
“She floated toward me with her arms 
outstretched !” 

She managed to attach herself to my 
neck, and once attached she hung on. She 
proved beyond question her ability to hang 
on in spite of dreadful odds. And I cer- 
tainly made those odds the dreadful-est I 
could invent. But, unluckily for me, the 
lady had some two or three inches the ad- 
vantage of me in the matter of height. 
And the while she hung on, apparently 
determined not to lose a second of precious 
time, she began to say all those things 

. Not without reason had I feared for 
the worst! 

Then, just as she reached the grand 
finale of her declaration, a joyful sound 
broke the evening stillness. With a yell 
of triumph I disentangled myself from 
my clinging vine and flung her from me, 
mercifully toward the upper side of the 
road instead of over the edge of it as 
she deserved. With an agility which 
would have done credit to Douglas Fair- 
banks at his best, I cleared that limousine 
and ran to greet the newcomers who were 
just chugging up the hill. As they were 
none other than three of my own outfit 
bent upon certain phases of the same work 
on which Mack and I had set forth, I was 
able to cut short the discomfort of waiting 
for the lady by leaving one of them to 
watch that infernal limousine while she 
and I backed down the hill to town with 
the other two! 


UT not even in the wild relief of my 

deliverance did I lose my presence of 
mind. “What time is it?” I shouted at my 
rescuers before they came to a full stop. 
“Make a note of it!” I commanded with 
a meaning look in the direction of the 
sweet young thing as I again cleared the 
limousine and tore madly up the hill. “T'll 
catch Mack as he rounds the first curve 
above and call across to him that they've 
come,” I caroled back with another wicked, 
wise look at the lady. 

She achieved a smile. By the time I 
returned she had put two and two together. 
On the way to town she remarked she was 

[Turn to page 104] 
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Down! 


Just $1.00! The balance in easy monthly payments. 
You get the famous Studebaker, 21 Jew-] Watch 
—Insured for a lifetime—direct from the maker at 
lowest prices ever named on equal quality. Send 
at once for FREE Book of Advance Watch Styles. 


91 Jewel 
STUDEBAKER 


-the Insured Watch 


1 : Choice of 54 latest, thin model, Art Beauty Cases in yellow gold, green gold or 
F R E ° white gold; 8 adjustments, including heat, cold, isochronism and 5 positions. 

a Direct to you from the factory—the greatest watch value in America today! 
Watch Chain 


Send at once and get a copy of this book—FREE! 

For a limited time we are WRI I 8 See the newest, beautiful, advance styles in Stude- 
oemus —— yy baker Art Beauty Cases and Dials. Read how you can 
a for Style Book! buy 221 Jewel Studebaker Insured Watch direct from 
— the maker—save big money—and pay for it while 

you are usingit. Write for our Free Book. It will post you on watch styles and 

watch values. Send coupon at once. Get Free Chain offer today while it lasts. 


STUDEBAKER WATCH CO. 
Dept. W159, South Bend, Indiana 
Canadian Address: Windsor, Ontario 


ail Coupon for Free Book 


STUDEBAKER WATCH CoO. ] 
Bend, Indiana 


I live in Canada send inquiry 


Ladies’ Bracelet Watches 
Handsome new desi and shapes in 
Solid Gold Cases—excellent time- 

keepers. Easy payments. 

Write for Special Folder. 


0 Check here for Ladies’ Watch Folder. 
0 Check here for Jewelry Folder. 
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“A New Skin 
In 3 Days” 


Get Rid of Your Pimples, Blackheads, 
Acne, Oily Skin, Wrinkles, Tan, 
Freckles, Unsightly B'emishes 
and Marks of Age This 
New Way! 


READ THIS FREE OFFER! 


J 


They’re GONE—Because They’re OFF!” Place 
a Piece of Paper Over Half the Above Photo 
and Note the 


ORRY no more over 

complexion! Forget your 
clays, creams, powders, massage, 
“coverups.” Throw away your rubber masks, plas- 
ters and beauty makeshifts, Because—here’s where 
you get a new, true skin! Your blackheads, pimples, 
large pores, freckles, tan, sallow complexion, surface 
wrinkles, blemishes, and signs of approaching age, go, 
definitely—‘‘because they're OFF!’ 

Most astonishing German discovery in the history 
of beauty culture. All explained in an amazing free 
book called ““A New Skin in 3 Days.”’ Learn how 
to do at home yourself, what foreign beauty doctors 
have charged enormous prices for.’ Make your own 
skin and complexion the envy of ‘all who-+ behold it. 
Send your name and address only—no money! 


Make Your Face Your Fortune! 


Hundreds of men and women are, now doing it at 
home—in the quiet of their own rooms—without the 
knowledge of their mpst intimate friends emerging 
in a few days with a new, soft, velvety, clear, spotless, 
youth-like skin on face, neck, arms, hands or any part 
of the body where a new skin is desired. It's astonish- 
ing—almost beyond belief! Send now—the book is 
absolutely free to readers of this magazine. Address 
Marvo Beauty Laboratories, Dept. 26, No. 1658 
Broadway. New York 


Transformation! 


your “‘terrible’’ skin and 
failures with lotions, 
steaming pots and 


Crystal Gazing Balls 


an interesting, illustrated trea- 
tise on the amazing phenomena 
of crystal gazing, together with 
prices of bails and lists of 
books on psychic phenomena, will 
be forwarded to any address for 
25ce. This charge will be re- 
funded on any purchase. 


West Quartz Co., Box 501 Rochester, N.Y 


BEAUTYP BEAUTY? 


CREATES BEAUTIFUL COMPLEXION BY 


and Art of Pace — 
Newlyn Ch i 
537 Newtyn Building 


Los Ange es, 


Reduce Your Limbs 


with DR. WALTER’S 
Medicated Rubber 


The wearing of these wonderful medicated rubber 
anklets and stockings (in either light or dark rubber) 
will not only reduce and shape the limbs but give 
excellent support and a neat and trim appearance. 


They relieve swelling varicose veins and 
rheumatism promptly. 
Worn next to the skin they induce nat- 
ural heat and keepit inthe body. They 
Stimulate the circulation and are a great 
protection against cold and dampness. 
Anklets, per pair $7.00 
Stockings, per pair $12.00 
Send ankle and calf measure 
WRITE FOR BOOKLET TO 


DR. JEANNE S. S. WALTER, 389 Fifth Avenue, New York 


| in a roll of yellow backs. 


| type 


| usual rites upon my 
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leaving for the East and wondered if she 
reservation on the next day's 
er 

“There's nothing like trying,” 
my assistants encouragingly. 

“There certainly isn’t,’ I agreed cor- 
dially: 

So that was aa 


replied 


* 

Not long the episode I 
had occasion to travel eastward myself. 
Right cheerily I set forth upon my jour- 
ney;  findmg ‘special cause for self con- 
gratulation in the fact that there were 
no familiar faces in my car and I was 
thus left free to be voluntarily compan- 
ionable. at such times as I sought the club 
car rathér than forced to be involuntarily 
hospitable at all hours in my own seat. The 
manager of our company had suggested 
in ‘no uncertain words that I rated a draw- 
ing-room. But the two fares from Pacific 
to Atlantic required by our thrifty rail- 
roads for such space together with the 
Pullman charge itself make an awful hole 
So I had mod- 
estly declined the honor and . mercifully 
limited my expenses to a lower. 


HAD my first dinner with an old friend, 

whom I -had run across in the club car. 
He had been in the theatrical and picture 
business all his life and had put in many 
years choosing casts—entire casts, every- 
thing frem the trained flea on through the 
extras, who make up the mobs, to the 
leading woman. -He knew everybody and 
his life’s history, from the most insignifi- 
cant would-be extra to Mary Pickford 
herself. I was therefore not surprised 
when he began over an after-dinner cigar 
to tell me all about a girl he had pointed 
out in the diner. 

“Poor kid!” he remarked. “She’s cer- 
tainly worn a path, beating it round from 
one studio to another. No looks, not a 
green as gtass! The sooner she 
wakes up to herself and goes back to home 
and mother, the better for her! Funny 
thing to run°across her here...” And 
he continued on-through all the particulars 
of the girl's family and her home, details 
which not another man in the business 
would have known but which my friend 
with his visible index memory seemed to 
have on tap concerning every person who 
had ever applied for a job with a moving 
picture concern. 

It was late when I finally tramped my 
way through a mile or so of green curtains 
to my own particular pair.: There it was, 
a neat figure seven, car—what irony that it 
should have been so named !—car Mephisto- 
pheles. 


ROM the rich fullness of the chorus 

which resounded up and down the aisle 
I judged that none of my fellow passengers 
were suffering from insomnia. The por- 
ter, I had observed, was performing the 
neighbors’ shoes in 
company with a fellow porter one car 
back. My modesty, therefore, permitted 
me to divest myself in comfort of collar, 
tie and such other articles of clothing as 
are most conveniently taken off in the 
broad expanse of a deserted Pullman aisle. 
I chucked them into my berth and had 


| got as far as my shoes before I pulled 


my curtains well apart. Then, as I essayed 


| to seat myself upon the edge of lower 


seven, car Mephistopheles, the better to 
yank off my eleven E’s, I became painfully 
conscious that I was not the only occupant 
of that berth. I fumbled about for my 
pocket flash light. And when I turned it 


| on, I faced that girl my friend had pointed 


! out in the 


diner ... Trust every job 
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hunter to know every director in the busi- 
ness by sight! 
There was fright in the youngster’s eyes, 


- Whether from the suddenness of the unex- 


pected light full in her face, or from a 
tardy realization of what she believed she 
had let herself in for, I do not pretend 
to know. But frightened she was, every 
inch of her baby face. 

“Don’t you dare move or make a sound !" 
No villain in the bloodiest melodrama ever 
breathed greater intensity into those words 
than did I as I whispered them into her 
ear. Nor did any villain in the direst ex- 
tremity ever display greater dexterity than 
I during the next three or four hour-like 
seconds while I donned my wearing ap- 
parel, including collar and tie, which I had 
but so recently and lightly tossed aside. 
After a reconnoitering look to reassure 
myself that the end of the shoe shining 
was not yet, I once more parted the cur- 
tains of lower seven and wielded my flash 
light. Having ascertained the location of 
the young lady’s shoulders, I grabbed them 
firmly and none too gently hauled her up 
into a sitting position. 

“You get out of here, you little fool, 
and be quick about it, too!” I hissed into 
her ear. I'll stand at the end of the aisle 
and watch you do it. You needn't try 
coming back, either, for I’m taking a 
drawing-room and I'll keep the door locked 
the rest of the way!” Stationing myself 
in a strategic position commanding an un- 
obstructed view of that which I desired 
to observe and also cutting off any un- 
heralded return of the industrious wielder 
of the blacking brush, I watched her creep 
back to her own green curtains. 


UT I took no chance on going un- 

chaperoned the rest of that trip, not 
even behind the locked doors of a drawing- 
recom. Without delay, while the porter 
was making up my newly acquired quar- 
ters, I sought out my friend, opening not 
more than half a dozen wrong curtains 
before I hit upon his. Assuring him it 
was an urgent emergency, I escorted the 
bewildered man with his possessions back 
to my drawing-room. Safely within its 
privacy I told him what had happened. 

In his determination to save the girl 
from her foolish self my friend produced 
her father’s name and address from his 
mental file and wired the unfortunate 
parent to meet us. During the hour or so 
next day that the gentleman traveled with 
us we managed to convince him that the 
movies could continue to operate without 
his daughter and to get him to take her 
safely back under his paternal wing. 
Whether the poor man has since succeeded 
in keeping her there, I have never heard. 
But I have had the comfort at any rate 
of never seeing her again around our lot 
or any other moving picture place... 
nor in a Pullman. 

These may sound like extreme cases. 
But they are nothing more than samples 
of what is forever happening to me. Or, 
to put it more exactly, they are modest 
examples of what the sweet young things 
are continually trying to maneuver me 
into having happen to me. As one of my 
fellow-sufferers expresses it, “The half 
has never yet been told!” 

For the sake of those who revel in 
statistics and to whom no fact is con- 
vincing unless bolstered up with over- 
powering figures, I wish I had kept count 
of the number of sweet young things who 
have gazed at me with soulful eyes and, 
with their hand clasped upon their breasts, 
have breathed the words, “Only give me a 
chance! I'll work for you, as no one else 
has ever worked.” 
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~The Man Who Eats Garlic 


and tells his friends it’s pep- 
permint candy can never 
get away with it. 


HE half animated fellow who pretends 

he’s a ball of fire and pep is kidding no- 

body but himself. Somebody will call 
his bluff and make him prove it. 

Strength, animation, pep and vitality can’t 
be smeared over you like a coat of varnish. 
It comes from a strong, virile, red blooded 
body that bubbles over with it. 


STRENGTH HOLDS THE WORLD 


Some lazy individual may try to tell you of 
men who made a success of life and still had a 
weak body. Yes, I’ve heard of blind men 
who did it. But oh boy! What they would 
have done if they had their eye-sight. 

What’s the use of wasting words. Everyone 
knows that the big, strong robust fellow who 
is brimming over with life and vitality has the 
world by the tail. And he has the power to 
swing it. 

Do you want this strength? Do you want 
this vital power? Do you want social and 
business success? Of course you do. Well, 
listen to me and I’ll show you how to get it. 


-I MAKE STRONG MEN 


I make big men out of little ones. I’m a 
muscle builder. I didn’t just take this name. 
The public gave it tome. Eugen Sandow says 
my system of body building is the greatest and 
surest that America ever had to offer. And 
it’s done the trick for thousands. In fact it 
never fails. That’s why I guarantee it. 

Just for a starter. I’m going to put one full 
inch of solid muscle on your arms in the next 
30 days. Yes, and two inches on your chest in 
the same length of time. But that’s nothing. 
From then on, you can tell your friends to 
watch you step. I’ll build out your shoulders. 
I’ll broaden your back. I’ll deepen your chest. 


EARLE E. LIEDERMAN 
The Muscle Builder 
Author of “‘Muscle Building’’,“‘Science of Wrestling’’,‘‘Here’s Health’’,‘‘Secrets of Strength’’, et :. 


I'll literally pack muscle up and down your stomach and over your arms and legs, and meantime I’m working 
on those inner muscles around your vital organs. Your whole body will be on fire. You'll have spring to your 
step and a flash to youreye. You'll feei the old pep shooting up and down your old spine. You'll call the bluff of 


everyone. You’ll be a real HE man and you can prove it. 
Come on then. Let’s stop talking and get busy. I’m not just promising all these things. I GUARANTEE 


THEM. You take no chances with me. It’s a sure bet. 


What do you say? Let’s ride— 
Send for my 64-page Book 


MUSCULAR DEVELOPMENT 
—IT IS FREE 


It’s a wow—It’s free. It won’t cost you acent. I want you to have 
y y' 


it with my compliments. No obligations. Just read it. It will inspire 
you. It will thrill you. It’s the best half hour’s reading you ever | DON’T EARLE E. LIEDERMAN, 
had. Contains forty-five full page photographs of myself and some t Dept. 6010, 305 Broadway, 
of my prize-winning pupils I have trained. See what I’ve done for SEND ONE | New York City. 
every kind of a man you can think of. Doctors, lawyers, merchants, Is PENNY Dear Sir—Please send me absolutely FREE 
mechanics, etc. Read how I made weak men strong, strong men ie and without any obligation on my part. what- 
stronger. Look over the art gallery. You'll never give it away. F Devel : 9 of your latest book, ‘Muscular 
I swear you won’t. And it’s yours for nothing. No strings attached YOUR —- 
to it. Don’t send one penny—your name on a postal card will do. R NAME AND | ,. 
Here’s your chance for a free ride. Don’t hesitate. Do it now before ADDRESS Name... seeeeeeerereseceeeeeseteeeeeeees 
you forget. Take out your pen or pencil—fill in your name and E 
address and shoot it to the mail box. ON A 
POSTAL 

EARLE E. LIEDERMAN E WILL DO ss 

Dept. 6010 305 Broadway New York City Please write or print plainly. 
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ust Men 
Fear 


EDICAL autlx 7 ities agree that 65%, or nearly 
two-thirds, of all men past middle age, are 
afflicted with a disorder of the prostate gland. 


Here is the known cause for many of the ailments com- 
monly ascribed to dee.ining years—including aches in 
back, feet and legs, frequent nightly risings, sciatic 


pains, neryousness gnd lack of vitality, But now, science 
knows that thousands suffer needlessly. 

For a well known American scientist has discovered a 
remarkable new drugless hygiene that usually restores 
the prostate gland to its normal functioning. Alr-ady 
it has been used by more than 15,000 men—Doctors, 
Statesmen, Teachers, Bankers, Lawyers, men in every 
walk of life—-with amazing results. 


FREE BOOK 


If you will mail the coupon 
below, you will get, in plain 
wrapper, a free copy of an in- 
teresting book describing this 
new method. It contains facts 
every man should know. But 
the edition of this book is limited: 


Tome 


& 


send immediate ly, 
address 


for 


THE ELECTRO THERMAL COMPANY 
6750 Main Street, Steubenville, Ohio 

Please send me Free, and without obligation, a copy 
of your booklet, ‘‘Why Many Men Are Old at 40.’" Mail 
in plain wrapper. 


TL 
Western 67-Q, Van Bidg., 
Los Angeles, Cal. 
Corner Your Pictures-aibum 
where can keep them saf 
enjoy ways. 
5 
styles | Corners 
on sale at 


Become a Salesman 


Make big profits selling 
Harrison Clothing to Men 
Full time or spare time 
If you’re sincere, if you're a worker, 
you can make big, immediate profits 
and build a fine, permanent business 
by selling Harrison quality clothes 
at $24.75 and $29.75. Selling 
direct is the coming business, it’s 
now $300,000,000 a year! This is 
the biggest-value, easiest-selling, 
friendship-building line you could 
carry. Start by making calls on 
relatives, friends, neighbors, trades- 
men, ete. You make a friend of every 
man sell—give him better 
clothes and save him money. The 
values are astonishing and satisfac- 
tlon is guaranteed, Latest N. > 
models, fine all-wool materials he’s 
used to paying more for. You col- 
lect liberal commission when you 
make each sale. We do the rest— 
ship, collect, ete. Big profits from 
first day. Big repeat business. 
Write for free kit today on 
the job in less than a 
HARRISON BROS., pest 110, 
133 W. 2ist St., N. Y. City. 


words were a paean of praise of the girl 
who was enshrined in his heart. She was 
everything good and sweet and lovely and, 
like a queen, she “could do no wrong. 

“I'm afraid I’ve bored you,” he said 
apologetically. 

“No,” I said truthfully, 
I've been fearfully interested. 
ture of her?” 

He produced one in a little leather 
frame from the top left pocket of his 
worn tunic, the one, you know, that’s over 
the heart. He handed it to me and struck 
a match. It was a snapshot—funny how 
a snapshot will be treasured in preference 
to many a studio portrait—of a slim, 
slightly blonde girl with a pretty, appealing 
face which peeped out from under a large 
floppy white hat. “My wife,” he said 
soitly, more to himself than to me, and his 
voice held the lingering notes of a caress. 

“She’s, she’s very pretty,” I said. It 
sounded dead. 


“you haven't. 
Got a pic- 


RETTY !” he said quietly. “She’s more 

than that. She’s the most wonderful girl 
in the world!” And he clasped his knees 
in his hands and gazed away out over the 
silent gubba, dreaming his dreams. 

Of a sudden I was jealous of Bill. I 
envied him this great love that was in 
his life and of what awaited him when 
“this bloody war is over.” I felt sorry 
for myself and of what I had missed. 

Then I realized why Bill had been so 
afraid when he first went under fire. It 
was not that he was afraid for himself, 
or that he was a coward. It was the 
thought of her back home ... Yet when 
I handed him back the picture I could 
not repress a sigh. I was homesick, I 
guess. 

After that night Bill talked to me a 
lot about Gladys. I came to know the 
girl through him. The mental picture I 
had of her was vivid. 

Our frantic chase after an_ elusive 
enemy eventually brought us back to a 
temporary base camp where there was a 
post office. To the small tent which served 
as postal headquarters, Bill and I repaired 
at the earliest opportunity. There was no 
mail for me, as usual. For Bill there was 
one letter. The pleased look on his face 
told me it was from her. But he was 
disappointed that there was only one. 

“Are you sure there’s no more for me! vg 
he asked the Indian clerk again, who, used 
to similar questions, — with a sympa- 
thetic smile: “No, Effendi.” 

He ripped open the flap of the envelope 
in his hand and read silently for a few 
minutes. Then a gesture of annoyance 
which was quickly succeeded by a smile. 
“Jim,” he said, “Gladys is the most ador- 
able girl in the world, but she has no 
idea of the value of money. I, as you 
know, have only my pay. I send her every 
cent I can, but she does not seem to un- 
derstand. Poor kid!” 

“Bill,” I said hesitatingly, not quite 
knowing how he would take it, “I have 
some money. Any—” 

He laid a silencing hand on my arm. 
“Thanks, old man, but that wouldn't help. 
Don’t you see? I send her all I can.” 

“Sahib Bill,” said I suddenly, jerking 
| him out of his thoughts, “you and I are 
| pretty thick. We've shared much together 
| and I’ve come to know Gladys pretty well, 
too. I can see her as—as a sort of sister. 

I've grown fond of her, Bill, and I want 
| to make her a present. I’ve a check book 
| in my bedding bag. I'm going to write 
| out one to your order for a hundred quid 
and—” 

“Jim!” 
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But I know it hurt him to have to take 
money, even from a pal. _ Bill was that 
kind . 

I don’t know when it was that IT first 
realized I was falling in love with: Bill's 
wife. That’s crudely put, I suppose, but 
I’m not versed in the story telling art, and 
maybe I haven't said just what I wanted 
to say. What happened was this: 

One night as I lay between my blankets 
under the stars, I fell to thinking—as I 
always did at night when I was not on 
patrol or in immediate danger—of Gladys. 
I had heard so much about her that she 
was a living personality to me, and in my 
thoughts I could see her as plainly as 
though I had known her for years. I used 
to hold imaginary conversations with her. 
Always in my thoughts Bill was present, 
too. But one night I discovered that for 
a long time in my dreams of Gladys, Bill 
was nowhere around. 

My own feelings, though, enabled me to 
guess more fully what Bill’s thoughts were 
every. time he went into action. And I 
tried whenever possible to take patrols 
and sorties which would have been his. 
I could not bear to think of the grief that 
would be hers if Bill “went West.” 

But that blow the girl had to bear. The 
colonel ordered an officer and ten men to 
go out on a reconnaisance patrol. Bill 
was the one picked. It didn’t sound like 
a particularly hazardous job, and so 
neither of us was worried. But the next 
morning we heard the sounds of firing 
many miles to the north of us, and that 
evening Bill came crawling into camp on 
all-fours. He was almost dead then. 
But he had come back to report. His 
men had been killed. He had miraculously 
escaped, himself—miraculously escaped! 

The M. O. did what he could for him. 
But Bill was done. There was no hope. 
I was with him when he died. His head 
was pillowed on my knee as he breathed 
his last. A few minutes before his life 
left him, he opened his lips and spoke 
feebly, forcing that brave old smile of his 
all the while. “I’m blotted, Jim. Done. 
There'll be no going home for me—now. 
The ‘bloody war is over’ for me. But 
there’s her, Jim. Gladys. I’ve—I’ve—” 
his voice was weak and scarcely audible. 
“T’ve some insurance; a couple of thousand 
quid. She is the beneficiary. See that 
she gets it all. And when you get to 
England, look her up and look out for her 
a bit, Jim. It’s hard for a girl alone.” 
He stopped and I knew he was fighting 
for breath. “The most wonderful girl in 
the world, Jim,” he began suddenly. “It’s 
hard to ‘go out’ this way and not to. be 
able to see her. But you'll see her, Jim. 
Teli her I was thinking of her to the last. 
Tell her that. And tell her I love her—” 
his hand found and clasped mine. “Look 
out for her, Jim, for my sake. I—” 


E CEASED. There was a _ sudden 
stiffening of his body. His head fell 
forward limply. Bill was dead... 

There is one good thing about war as 
I knew it. There is little time to mourn 
one’s grief. Next morning at dawn we 
were attacked. And I got mine. It would 
have been an easy one except that I was 
weak because of the ravages of continuous 
fever. I was shipped back to the hos- 
pital in Dar-es-Salaam, where I nearly 
died. 

But you can’t kill a weed. I pulled 
through and was invalided home to Eng- 
land and there— 

Well, all the way home on the hospital 
ship I was thinking of Gladys, only I was 

Turn to page 108) 
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1 Cream Pitcher 


1 Sugar Bowl (2 Pieces) A Complete Service 


8—9 in, Dinner Plates | 8—7 in. Pie or Lunch Plates 
1—13% in. Platter 


A 8 Cups 8—65 in. Fruit or Dessert Dishes 
e 1eces 8 Saucers 1 Covered Vegetable Dish (2 Pieces) 
in. Soup Plates | 19 in. Open Vegetable Dish 1—10 in. Fluted Cake Plate For 8 People 
1 


ravy or Sauce Boat 1—8 in. Fancy Butter Dis 


— If you are not convinced that you <« 
save $5.00 you may return the set 


HE refined beauty that is ca 
ever-enduring—the dainty 
simplicity that is true art 

—the excellence of quality 


that brings pride in possession 
—these are the outstanding attractions of this, my newest dinner- | The Design of the Covered Vegetable Dish, the Cake 
ware offering. Because of its graceful design and its refined col- | Plate, the Cream Pitcher and the Sugar Bow! is Strik- 
oring; because it is exactly right for every occasion, formal orin- | ingly Graceful and Unusual. These are 
formal, I have called this dinner service ‘‘The Patrician.” pioces cf outetanain Character and Beauty. 
Every one of these 58 pieces is made of good qualit lo picture can do them justice. You must 
semi-porcelain. Every piece is beautiful, even-toned, | see the actual pieces. 
lustrous white, decorated with a wide, artistically de- From the friendly cup of tea with a guest or two, 
signed floral band in rich gold, and with gold stripes | to a big, important dinner, the Patrician Dinner 


on all handles. Can you imagine a more desirable, a | Set is both appropriate and ample. To introduce 
more attractive dinner service? this Beautiful Deenereere, Iam offering it at $5 be- 
* low my regular price, to those who order promptly. 
30 DAYS’ TRIAL: Send for the 58 
ieces Now, Today, at my risk. Use them as if they 
How to Realize Your Dream Home were your own, for 30 Days. Then if you are not 
You, too, can have NOW the Home Beautiful that will | satisfied with quality, price, and terms, return the 
excite the admiration of your friends, and make your set. I will refund your first payment and all trans- 
home one of the finest in your neighborhood. All you portation costs. The trial will not cost you a penny. 
have to do is to take advantage of my Remarkably Easy | Order No. TA2997. Introductory Sale Price 
Terms. Send for my Big Free Book Today. It shows | $14.95. Terms $1 with order, $1 monthly. Monthly 
verything for the home. It also shows a bigselection of » 
gifts he alloccasions and holidays: Boys’ Autos, Coaster » SPEAR & co., Dept. S-802, Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Wagons, Doll Carriages, Violins, Toys, Silverware, etc. g Send me at once the 58 Piece Dinner Set, as described above. Enclosed is 


deal with Spear. My prices are the Lowest, My Terms 9 ,.°™ Safisned, 1 wil send you $1.00 monthly. der No. ° 
the Easiest; I give the Longest Time to Pay, and your » Sol chemssgiaee” ee 


Strictly Confidential. 
my FREE CATA- 3 
G NOW. 


LO 
= if your shipping point is different trom your post office fill in line below 


Dept. S-802 Pittsburgh, Pa. Send Shipment to. 


Home Furnishers for the People of America § } "’snd'write your name and adaress plainly on the above lines.” 


WITH ORDER 
Brings 58 Beauti- 
ful Useful Pieces 
A Complete Ser- 
vice for 8 People 
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2 ) f ODEURS 
Narcisse 
SAM PLE 


Bouquet 


PARFUM 
Rare as a Jewel 


An odor so delicate, so subtle, » you think of moon- 
lit gardens and summer winds lifting fragrant 
flowers with soft caresses . . . the lilt of a songbird 
«++ the words of a Created in France by 
masters of the Pa: ”s art—the odor you like 

t. Brought to any in an exquisite gilt and 


tal flask—amber liquid embodying the very 
of the rarest that bloom — that is © 
S rmeét! 
OF SPECIAL OFFER 


to acquaint you with CHARMET 
Send 25 cents in coin or money order with the 
coupon below and get a three inch bottle of this 
marvelous French perfume—regular size, $1.00. 
Ic is not a sample—butonedollar’s worth of gen- 
uine Charmet for 25 cents! But remember, only 
one bottle to a person—if you want anextrabottle 
send $1.00. Money back if not fully satisfied. 


©. 


iG 


29: 


MAIL THIS COUPON 
JUNET. PARFUMER 
3323 S. Michigan Ave., Dept. 12 Chicago 
Enclosed find $...... of which send me the 
following: heck the odor you wish 
Special offer, 25¢ Narcisse Jasmin 


Extra bottle $1.00 Chypre 
Name. 
Address. q 
Enclose coin or money order a 


DRAFTING Lessons 


actually sent FREE! 


to prove you can learn ATHOME | 
in your spare time! 


OUTFIT I have made Drafting so simple to learn, 
INCLUDED that any fellow with common schooling can 
now master it qt kly and easily at home 
in spare time! I will send you 3 interest- 
Inatruments,| ing lessons Free to show you that you can 
Triangle become an Expert Draftsman. At the 
Square, etc.| same time I will tell you all about the 
> everything wonderful opportunities and big salaries 
given with-| open to Draftsmen, There’s a big demand 
t one cent for men wno know Drafting from begin- 
extra cost-| ning to end, at $75 to ~~ @ week, 


Train's" Job°s* Raise tes 


If you’re earning less than 
$40 a week, go into Draft- 
ing. You can learn by my 
job-method in a few 


into easy, pleasant work, wher 
you are Ta fine for ors motion, and 
ere salaries are BIG. 
Send Today! 
back guarantee, Job Serv- 
rmation, et 


‘Chief Drafting Engineer 


AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. 72: 725 Chicago 


pleased 


| company. 
| the meantime—” 


| before. 
| help. She needed the two thousand pounds 
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thinking of her in a different way. Now, 
in a way, she was my charge, and more 
than ever she was Bill’s wife. I was glad 
at the prospect of seeing her, but my 
pleasure was marred by the sorrow in her 
heart at the loss of Bill. 

She was very gracious and sweet and 
sad and lovely-looking in her deep black 
dress when we met, and she was all that 
I had imagined her, and more. 
Bill had said, she was “the most won- 
derful girl in the world.” She was very 
brave, too, but when she spoke of Bill 
her voice broke and tears blinded her 
eyes. 

And so, seated in a dim corner of the 
lounge of my hotel, I talked to Gladys 
ot 
and how she was in his thoughts up to 
the end, and much more which 
forgotten. And she drew comfort 
my words. 

“But there 
that I 


is insurance,” I cried, 
had this news to give. 
“Bill told me. I have the name of the 
I'll look them up at once. In 
I dug down in my pocket 
and extracted a few bills—‘“take these for 
your immediate needs.” 

“Oh, no!” she protested proudly. 

“As a loan,” I added. “You can pay 
me back when you get the insurance 
money.” But I had to force her to accept 
them. Mere girl that she was and up 
against it, she balked at being the recip- 
ient of any kind of charity. 

“T'll get the whole matter cleared up 
tomorrow,” I told her later as we said 
good-night and I helped her into a taxi 
and gave the driver the address, a cheap 
street in Putney. 


ND then I went to bed—but not to 
sleep. My thoughts were troubled by 
the vision of the little girl in black, the 


| sweet said little creature whom I longed to 
take in my arms and comfort, and tell my 


love, and who was Bill’s wife. 

First thing the following morning I 
made my way to the offices of the insur- 
ance company where Bill was supposed to 
be insured. What I learned caused little 
beads of perspiration to break out on my 
forehead. Bill had insured himself in 
1914 just about the time he had been 
married, but for some reason he had made 
no more than the initial payment. His 
policy had lapsed long before, and letters 
sent to him, they told me, had brought no 
reply. Gladys was penniless! 

I crept out of the building bewildered, 
feeling much like a whipped dog. I was 
to see Gladys that afternoon. What would 
I tell her? 

Like a caged creature I paced the streets. 
A thousand times I pictured myself 
breaking my news to Gladys, and the pic- 
ture was not a pleasant one. I cursed 
war, the war, as I had never cursed it 
That did no good. Gladys needed 


she had been led to believe by me that 
she would receive. And I wondered why 
God, who is all powerful and all seeing 
and merciful, had not taken me _ instead 
of Bill. But I had been left. And it was 


up to me to help Gladvs because of a | 
various | 


I turned 
mind ... One bril- 
itself. I 


word given a_ friend. 
schemes over in my 
liant one presented 
why 
I rushed to Cox’s, where I have always 
kept an account, and where I have always 
deposited whatever money I have not 
needed. I knew my balance there ought 
to be a good one. The question was, did 
I have two thousands pounds to my name. 
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wondered | 
it had not occurred to me at once. | 


Truly, as | 


Bill and how he had told me of her | 
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ers forVal-Sty 
Ladies’ Hats. 

ABSOLUTELY NO COMPETITION! 
We ore the only firm in America 
selling Ladies’ Hats direct to the 
wearer. The first in the field always 
cashes in big. You can be first 
in your territory. 

EXCLUSIVE TERRITORY-<-as much es 
you =" cover properly. Nosample 
case to lu§ around--you take orders 
from Actual Photographs and col- 
lect your generous commissions in 
advance. We deliver and collect. 

EARN UP TO $150 WEEKLY easily if 
Fe devote all of your time to this 

inating business. $25 to $50 a 
part time. 

Val-Style Hats Absolutely Guaranteed to 

_ and to your customers. Write today for fall 

information. 


VAL- STYLE HAT CO. 
VALSTYLE BLDG., 
CINCINNATI, OHIO. 
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The teller of whom I made my inquiry 
handed me a small slip of paper. On it 
was scribbled the magic figures £2,350.7.6! 
Two thousand three hundred and fifty 
pounds, seven shillings, and sixpence! I 
drew out two thousand and hastened back 
to the hotel, where Gladys was waiting 
for me. 

As Bill had said, she knew nothing 
about money or finances. She accepted 
without question my trumped up story 
that the insurance company had handed 
me the money for her! She was patheti- 
cally grateful and pleased. “Oh, Jim,” 
she said, “I’m so fortunate in having you 
to lean on.” She was so trusting and ap- 
pealing that it was all I could do not to 
sweep her into my arms. 

Two thousand pounds seemed like a lot 
of money to Gladys. She began spending 
it carelessly, not realizing that all was 
going out and nothing coming in. She 
was a child, an irresponsible baby. I tried 
to make her see, but she could not under- 
stand, not until about six months later, 
when I had been discharged from the army 
as permanently unfit and had obtained a 
position in London. Then one day she 
came to me almost in tears to tell me 
the bank had told her that she had only a 
thousand pounds left. “At that rate,” she 
concluded dolefully, “in less than six 
months I'll have nothing again. I'll have 
to try to work. Oh, Jim, I know I could 
never hold down any job. I've tried al- 
ready and failed, failed dismally.” 


poor baby! She was such a helpless 
little thing. Some women are like that. 
She could no more earn a living for her- 
self than she could fly. 

I smiled sympathetically. “Don’t worry,” 
I said, suppressing a “dear” which sprang 
to my lips. “I think I'll be able to fix 
things up for you. Suppose you give me 
the thousand you still have left. I think 
| can invest it for you profitably; invest 
it and re-invest it till you have an inde- 
pendent income.” 

She smiled happily, trustingly, through 
her tears. “ Jim, if you only would! 
I'm really such a little idiot.” 

She handed the money over to me the 
next day. Since then she has been fairly 
well-to-do. Her income is not a large 
one, but it is big enough for her to live 
on in moderate comfort. It is exactly the 
same amount as i have for myself. It is 
my own earnings cut in half. Every week 
I hand Gladys half the sum I receive my- 
self from my job. Only she does not sus- 
pect I’m doing anything like that. lf I 
can help it she never will. She thinks 
that through fortunate investments of her 
thousand pounds she is independent. And 
she’s grateful. She’s so grateful that I 
know she would marry me tomorrow if 
I were to ask her. Which is my own 
private and particular hell. 

I love her. I love her with all my heart 
and soul and body. 

Eight long years have drifted by and 
because we both revere a memory, we have 
been close to each other. She has seemed 
so unattainable. 

But somehow she has grown into a 
woman. She is wiser and older now—and 
last evening as we walkea together she 
turned to me with a strange master) 
which has come to her and said: 

“Jim, don’t you think we love each 
other enough to make it together? It isn’t 
just gratitude, Jim. I love you.” 

She hesitated a moment then—for she 
had caught me off guard and I was star- 
ing at her like an idiot—before she con- 
tinued : 

“T know you like a book, Jim.” 

And I lay awake all night wondering 
how it could all be—and just how well she 
has been able to ‘read my mind. 
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Always Wild 


[Continued from page 77] 


like another drink. He thought I was 
single! I was glad I did not have on a 
wedding ring to disprove him. 

“They’ve gone to the city for the night,” 
[ answered glibly. “I’m all alone until 
the butler comes in about twelve.” 

“Gee! You're wonderful in_ black. 
Ought to go in the movies,” he blurted, 
handing me a second mixture and lifting 
his own glass in the gesture of a toast. 

“To a party?” he suggested. 

“You bet—tonight! T answered reck- 
lessly. “We'll use your car—” 

“You'll go out with me? Will you, 
Natalie?” he begged, breaking down an- 
other barrier by using ~ first name. Se- 
cretly I was glad. I liked him. There 
was something about his wide shoulders and 
good looks that cast a spell over me—such 
a spell as I had never been under before. 


OU’LL take me to the Seaview Casino 
for dinner?” I asked, my hands against 
his shoulders. 
“And the dance!” he replied gaily. 
And so I phoned Cyn that I couldn't 


| get away. I know it was wrong, but— 


* * * * * 


His racer lurched out of the driveway 
with an angry snort. 

It was all as near to sheer madness, 
perhaps, as I ever wanted to be. He 
dared to drive with one hand, the speed 
needle hitting fifty. Finding no sensation, 
except that of thrill in our reckless flight, 
I moved closer so that his free arm could 
encircle me. I had craved fire... and 
life! I was now conflagration itself! 

After dinner at the Seaview Casino, 


| we danced. 


Later, we sought the club veranda. The 
fresh sweet air of the summer night filled 
my lungs, vitalizing me anew. Shadows 
at the far end of the porch invited— 
beckoned. We drifted through the dark. 
At last, I turned to Don reluctantly and 
asked the time. 

“You want to leave me—now?” he 
asked, letting my hand go. 

For answer I thrust my arms through 
his, the sudden pressure of my fingers 
against his bared wrist denying his ques- 
tion, even as I said we must go. 

“It’s two o’clock. You're sure your dad 
won't be home?” 

“He’s in Chica—New York,” I cor- 
rected my memory functioning ‘somehow. 
“Don’t worry.” 

Westward we sped to whatever finalé 
might lie at the end of a mad ride. 
Subconsciously I recognized the great 
house, looming white before my eyes. He 
maneuvered the open gates, exerting a 
driver’s sixth sense of distance in skim- 
ming by the granite pillars. 


T the door I found a key, somewhere 

deep in the one pocket of my mantilla. 
We went into the house. I was alarmed 
that he had followed, and more so when 
he shut the door. We were alone, alone 
in promising shadows! His arms drew 
me through the dark. I yielded against 
him. In the sweet seduction of that sec- 
ond, I might have remained deaf to the 
trumpeting of Judgment Day. But I felt 
something searing my closed eyes, as if a 
silent flash of lightning had suddenly 
burned away blindness. 

It was stark, frightful, unspoken drama 
for a tense moment—drama such as only 
can be enacted when a fifty-year-old hus- 
band finds his bride of two months in the 
arms of a strange young man. 

Like a young animal at bay, I faced 
Edmund, drawing the shimmering cape 
tightly as if to shield myself from im- 


110 


Don Kelland broke the 


pending attack. 
terrible silence: 

“I—I’m sorry, sir, that I kept your 
daughter out so late. The—er—dance was 
a whizz. Everybody stayed later than—” 

A strange look came into Edmund’s eyes 
after Don Kelland had referred to me as 
his daughter. It was blazing in them now 
as he cut the man’s speech short. 

“Sorry?” he queried. “Well—”  Ed- 
mund paused before going on, seeming to 
know that the suspense was terrifying me— 

“it’s only three o’clock. Not so bad for 
Natalie. She’s an owl, you see. But—” 
here his voice became hard and frozen- 
like— “what I want to know is who in hell 
are you, and how can you explain being 
with my daughter? I’ve never seen you 
around. Don’t know your face—name— 
or anything else . 

“My name's Kelland.” 

“Humph! That doesn’t mean anything 
to me,” snapped Edmund, his eyes half on 
me and half on Don. I saw the latter's 
lips sort of twitching as if he were ex- 
perimenting with words. I tried to give 
him warning by a look, not to say any- 
thing more. But my husband prevented 
this by his searching glances. 

“Let me explain, sir—” pleaded Don. 

Again I tried to flash a warning. Un- 
successful, my heart sank into my shoes. 
Don would tell about our chance meeting 
and party, thinking that it would explain 
our evening to the man he believed was 
my father, but such an explanation would 
be disastrous. Somehow, I realized Ed- 
mund was only posing as my father to 
learn all he could. I turned, seized by 
the impulse to confess the truth of things 
before he exacted such a confession from 
Kelland. But my husband gave me a look 
that cowed me. 


NATAL, get us some cracked ice and 
a couple of highball glasses. Mr. Kel- 
land and I may as well be comfortable 
there in the library while he—er—explains 
his acquaintance with you,” he commanded, 
waving me toward the rear of the house. 

I was so nervous I could hardly crack 
the ice and place it in glasses without 
spilling ice all over the pantry floor. When 

finally arranged things on a tray and 
started for the library, my husband’s voice 
and what he was saying made me stop 
dead still in my tracks. 

“So—you met her a month or so ago 
without a proper introduction and—and 
this sort of thing, these meetings and 
parties, have been going on right along—” 

“But, Mr. Hartridge, you—you don’t 
understand, sir. I—I am fond of Natalie. 
She—that is, she cares, too!” 

A penetrating silence followed—silence 
that throttled me with hysterical fright. 
I stood in the dim hallway, trembling like 
a leaf, certain that at the sound of my 
husband’s voice the tray would crash out 
of my hands and that my wobbly knees 
would bend beneath me. 

“Carrying on a love affair, eh? Well, 
you damn, young whippersnapper 

I did not hear the rest of Edmund's 
roaring words. The tray crashed to the 
floor, and I crumpled in a heap, sodden 
with fear that had stripped me of con- 
sciousness. 

* * * * * 


Bright summer sunlight was streaming 
through the wide windows, almost blinding 
me. I looked around, dazedly recognizing 
my surroundings, and Marie was at my 
bedside. My memory tried to function 
back to its last conscious moment. But 
it could only stumble backwards, losing 
itself in the vagueness of confused re- 
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membrances. I looked up despairingly to 
Marie, begging an explanation. 

“What—what happened, Marie?” 

“You fainted, Madame,” she answered 
laconically. 

“But before that. There was a young 
man and Mr. Hartridge in the library—” 

“They are both gone long ago, 
Madame.” 

“Gone! 
in bed. 

“Mr. 


Gone where?” I asked, rising 


— was all she vouchsafed. 

mind twisting and turning over the inci- 
dents of the past night. I had gone down 
the road to find adventure... 

. Life! I had found Don Kelland; 
music! Then my husband masquerading 
as my father at the end of it all; then, 
blankness ! 

Suddenly the truth came to me. Ed- 
mund Hartridge had long suspected my 
desire to rush back down the roads mar- 
riage had barred. He could not go around 
with such a suspicion burning in his heart. 
He had to prove it one way, or another. 
He had proved his suspicions were right. 
Now, he had gone away on his business 
to Chicago knowing the worst. 

What would he say when he came back? 

It took a week of time to answer this 
harrassing question. During these days I 
remained free of the temptations that 
had once lured me down the road of ad- 
venture. Somehow, the fear of Edmund’s 
appearance that night had instilled, re- 
mained with me. When he finally came 
home he must have got a satisfactory 
report from Marie, and believed me cured, 
for he confessed the truth—truth that 
burned into the very core of me like acid 
for days and days. 


HE said he had employed Don Kelland to 
play a role just to see if I would 
fulfill his suspicions. At first I was fu- 
riously certain I would go right out be- 
hind my husband’s back and make him pay 
for his trickery. But upon remembering 
the last misadventure, fear came to me 
that I could never trust myself to play 
with a man. The next one might be a 
hired faker, too. Then it was that I 
realized Edmund Hartridge’s cunning. He 
had made me afraid of his sex—afraid to 
listen to temptation. 


* * * * * * 


Spring had once more blown its magic 
breath across the northern sweep of Long 
Island. Back from a winter at Palm 
Beach where my memory of the dénoue- 
ment of a midsummer night’s madness had 
suppressed any desire on my part to ad- 
venture behind Edmund’s back, we at- 
tended the Easter dance at the Sound 
Club. 

I was dancing with an old friend of 
Edmund’s (he always seemed ‘to pick his 


| old friends for my partners!) when at 


sight of a tall, broad-shouldered young 
man whirling a very pretty woman, past, 
I made a little gasping noise. The next 
moment the man had turned his good- 
looking face my way. Then it was that 


certainty came to my suspicions. 


I snapped my glance away from Don 
Kelland as if I were looking at a snake. 
He must have understood my move, for 
out of the corner of my eyes I saw the 
smile of recognition fade from his face. 

“The cad!” I said under my breath. “I 


| suppose he’s here luring more married 


women into traps. I've got a mind to 
warn that girl, whoever she is——” 

The music stopped and we wandered 
through the maze of dancers toward our 
Edmund had disappeared for the 
time being. It was my chance. I excused 
myself, determined to find the girl I had 


lll 


Hartridge left for Chicago this | 
morning. The other man left after you 
| 


I slumped back against my pillow, my | 


romance | 
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seen Kelland dancing with. I found them 
in the half-dark of a veranda overlooking 
the moonlit Sound. Kelland was holding 
her hand, most likely going through the 
same role he had played with me. At the 
sound of my’ footsteps he turned, facing 
me. I did: not stop, but continued toward 
him, my eyes searching his for the signs 
of shame and embarrassment that I failed 
to find, 

. “Mrs. Hartridge, I believe,” he was say- 
ing, his hand extended. “How do you 
do? 


“Mre Kelland,’ ignoring his 


| hand.’. This seemed. to take him aback, but, 


with ‘a bow toward both myself and the 
pretty: woman at his side, he said: 


| Deyo I would like you to know my 
friend,» Mrs. Hartridge. Mrs. Hart- 
ridge ‘this is my wife—” 

His words were like a bombshell. How- 
ever, I managed to exchange salutations 
with her, the shadows of the veranda 
covering my momentary surprise at the 
unexpected turn of things. Before we 
had time to say more than a few trite 
words the music began inside. A man 
came up and claimed Mrs. Kelland. As 
they went indoors I turned to Don, impa- 
tient to know the truth: 

“I cut you inside on the dance floor,” 


“Yes, you did,” he interrupted, “and 
may I ask why? Was it because of my 
popping into your life last summer got 
you into so much trouble?” 

“Popping into my life!” I exclaimed. 
“You—you call such a deliberate visit and 
plot as yours ‘popping into’ a girl’s life?” 

“Deliberate? Why—I only happened 
along there by your house purely by acci- 
dent. My wife was away at the time. 
Frankly, I was looking for a little adven- 
ture—and—and you were most allur- 


Of course, I really 


ing in black, Natalie. 
understood the situation. One gets to 
know about such things .after a while. 
I knew all the time you were married ; 
knew you were playing; knew you just 
wanted a little adventure—” 

“Don Kelland, do you mean to say my 
husband didn’t hire you to trap me?” | 
cried, taken back by this new discovery 
of another sort of male cunning, for Don 
had _ sensed the truth about me in some 
uncanny man’s way about such things. 

Lord; no! Do I look like a— 
chap who'd—” 

“No, but my husband said he hired you 
to trick me,” I countered. 

A long, low whistle came from Don 
Kelland. His blonde eye broke khitted, and 
he shook his head as“if he had suddenly 
solved something in his mind. 

“T see. Your husband said that to scare 
you—to fool you—and to save his own 
vanity. He didn’t want me to know that 
I had actually lured his wife from home 
for an evening’s fun—” . 

“But you made believe to him that you 
thought I was his daughter—” 

“That was my little trick, Natalie, and 
it worked. If I had let Hartridge know 
I knew you to be his wife, he would have 
exploded. No old man wants to admit 
that a young chap can snatch his pretty 
young wife away. It was your hubby’s 
vanity that I had to cater to there. He 
swallowed my story because it was the 
easiest thing to do. He chose to believe I 
thought you his daughter because he knew 
you had told me you were his daughter. 
See?” 

Of course I saw... and what’s more, 
my discovery only served to make me real- 
ize more and more the cunning of the male 
mind, young or old. And, because of this 
realization, I have continued to be cagy 
about courting romantic adventure. 


| 


The Benefit of the Doubt 


[Continued from page 60] 


peppy, and not a bit “uppish.” But I 
guess it must have gone pretty much to 
her head. Anyhow, there began to be a 
lot of talk—” 

“What has she done?” I broke in. 

Sam twisted miserably. “How should 
[ know! How should anybody know. 
She’s slick, all right—you know the kind. 
Well, for instance, one night,” he 
chuckled “this is a good one—one night, 
| she and Freddy Larimer went frog hunt- 
ing in the Peterson woods. For the 
zoology lab, they said. Sure enough they 
came in around midnight with a bucketful 
of frogs. Maybe we didn’t kid Freddy! 
And of course ‘everybody said—” 

“Talk!” I could control myself no 
longer. I thrust my fist under the nose 
of my best friend, forgetting I ever had 
a best friend, forgetting everything in a 
sudden, fierce desire to protect the honor 
of two black eyes. “Talk!” I repeated 
vehemently. “That’s just it. Talk! A 
little mud slung here and a little mud 
slung there. And who can combat spread- 
ing criticism and malicious gossip? Not a 
popular girl, surely, for there are too many 
spiteful and jealous hands ready and eager 
to wrap an imaginary veil around her 
every act. Talk—bah! It’s dirty, sticky 
mud.” 

Sam gasped, but said nothing. No doubt 
he was remembering how fiercely Ted 
Watson could fight for his principles and 
wishing heartily that this was a problem 
that might be brought out in the open and 
fairly attacked from all sides. However, a 
man in love is blind to all sides but his 
own. 

“A catty word!” I jerked out; “an in- 
sinuating eyebrow. And then what? 
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What, indeed, but the quickly developing 
embryo of a nasty reputation. Yet this 
university prides itself on its high stand- 
ards of fair play!” 

After that, relations between Sam and 
myself were more or less constrained. I 
saw more and more of Beverly and less 
of my fraternity brothers. A _ fraternity 
is exceedingly proud of its high “dating” 
standards, and they were quick to show 
their disapproval, for my persistent perusal 
of Beverly Burleigh aroused a great deal 
of curious comment. 


EVERLY was so sweet and friendly 

with me that I was heartsick and furious 
at the injustice of it all. Curiously enough, 
my code of love-making contained a rare 
mixture of. old-fashioned ideals. I had 
never even tried to kiss her. One night, I 
deliberately sought an isolated road and 
stopped my car abruptly. It was a beau- 
tiful night—a big, April moon flooding all 
nature around us with a soft radiance. 
Tenderly I drew Beverly into my arms. 
She trembled a little, but as I bent down 
to kiss her lips, she suddenly drew away. 
My blood was racing at her nearness, but 
something about that withdrawal flooded 
me with a joy far greater than I would 
have drained from her lips just then. It 
was as if a hidden tension had snapped. 
My heart sang exultantly, for had not my 
faith been justified? I ‘caught her to me 
then and, laughing at her weak protests, 
kissed her again and again. 

One night about a week later, I rushed 
out of my fraternity house, jumped into 
my roadster, savagely shifted gears with 
much shrieking and rasping, and, heedless 
of speed laws, drove furiously through 
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| the crooked streets of the picturesque uni- 
| versity town out on to the main highway. 
Somehow it had been circulated through 
the fraternity that I intended letting Bev- 
erly Burleigh wear my fraternity pin, and 
what was more, it would mean a genuine 
engagement. Whereupon, my _ so-called 
“brothers” had taken it upon themselves 
to call me “on the carpet” in fraternity 
meeting. What passed between us cannot 
be recorded here, but I handed them a 
final ultimatum. 

“Either you will leave my _ affairs 
alone,” I hurled at them, “or you can go 
to hell and take my pin with you!” 

They had all stared at me, just as Sam 
had stared, in dumb amazement. I guess | 
was a bit different from the girl-shy, rea- 
sonable fellow they had all admired and 
respected. 


Now get this straight, Ted Watson,” 
the president of the Chapter had told 
me sternly. “You are one of our best men, 
and we will not listen to that sort of talk 
from you. But understand this: if you pin 
an Alph pin on a girl whose character is not 
altogether above reproach, you are lower- 
ing the standards of the highest standing 
fraternity on the campus. And in view 
of the broadcasted reports about wher, it 
makes us unpleasantly conspicuous.” 

Talk! Poisonous, tainted talk. And 
I knew her to be the sweetest, finest little 
girl in the world! It was about the warm- 
est night that spring. I drove along ab- 
sorbed in my thoughts. The truth of the 
matter was that I had not yet asked Bev- 
erly to wear my pin. Once I had ap- 
proached the subject, but she had cleverly 
thrown me off the track. This puzzled 
me a little. Somehow I knew she loved 
me, and yet she held me off at arm’s length 
most of the time. I felt that until we 
reached some sort of an understanding, I 
had no right to ask her give up her other 
dates. But I suffered torments of jealousy 
when I knew she was with someone else. 

The road stretched before me in a long, 
snaky blue, due to the fringe of heavy 
woods on both sides of the road. I 
discovered, finally, that I was several 
miles out of town, and turned the car 
into a little by-road preparatory to turn- 
ing around. In spite of my anger, my 
heart was just a little sore and resentful. 
For it is true of human nature that no 
matter how deep one’s love, sooner or 
later implanted seeds of suspicion will bear 
fruit. 


MY headlights indicated that I had prob- 
ably turned into a road which led to 
some hunter’s shack, as it was well-traveled. 
Suddenly, I heard a muffled cry come from 
|the darkness ahead. At the same instant a 
| figure came tearing down the road in a 
break-neck run. The lights of the car 
were directly upon her, I saw that it was 
a girl in “knickers.” As she came closer. 
with the glare of the headlights full upon 
her, I recognized her with a sickening 
shock. It was Beverly. 

Without a single glance at me, she flung 
herself into the car and caught my arm 
“Oh, please, please—take me to town,” she 
cried, sobbing wildly. 

My quick glance took her in. Her hair 
was wild and disheveled, and her silk 
blouse was torn almost into shreds, huge 
splotches covering its front. She reeked 
of cigarette smoke and liquor. Without a 
word, I turned the car and shot forward 
recklessly. I felt sick and nauseated. 
This, then, was the girl I had cham- 
pioned. God! No wonder they had 
laughed at me. Very likely she, too, had 
been laughing at me all the time up her 
sleeve. This was the girl I had thought 
so sweet and pure—out on a drunken 

“spree”’on a non-date night. She sat, hud- 


dled in a small gasping heap in the corner 
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Betsey Creates a Stir 


“Why Betsey, you are lovely today. You seem 
like a different girl. That gown is wonderful. 
It seems to give you a much better figure and 
the coloring is just right for your complexion, 
Wait ’till Harry sees you now.” 

“It is nice, isn’t it? I am now making a 
ay, velvet evening gown. Wait until you see 
t nat.” 
“Making it! What do you mean? Surely you 
didn’t make that gown. “as 

“Yes. I designed it and I made it. Other- 
wise I couldn't afford to have it.’ 

“Why! I didn’t know you could design and 
make gowns.” 

“I couldn't. But fortunately I read of a won- 
derful school that comes right into your own 
home, so that during your spare moments you 
learn now. And—it’s exceedingly fascinating, to 
see ihe garments, made during the instruction 
come into being out of practically nothing. And 
the joy of wearing them, knowing that you, 
yourself, created them. Why girls,” Betsey 
went on, “I can now have three beautiful gowns 
for the money I formerly paid for one. On this 
one gown alone, I saved enough to buy materials 
for two more gowns. 

“Over 21,000 women have taken this instruc- 
tion. You girls ought to take it up. Why don’t 
you? It is unnecessary to-have sewing experi- 
ence and you can give as much or as little time 
to the work as you like.” 
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of the seat. But I knew that by this time 
she had recognized me. 

Grimly I kept my eyes glued to the 
road, but when the lights of the town 
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seriousness of the situation came suddenly 
|to my mind. 
“Better brace up,” I said coldly, “and 
| fix yourself up a bit.” I pulled a hand- 
kerchief from my pocket and handed it to 
| her. She accepted the handkerchief 
mutely, and turned a face full of misery 
toward me. 

My eyes dropped to the torn blouse. I 
could not meet the dumb pleading in her 
face. “We'll go over by the House and 
. give you a heavy sweater to slip over 
that.” 

She glanced down at the blouse and 
shook her head. “It’s nice of you,” she 
said dully, “but I’m in Dutch anyhow, and 
I might as well face them the way I am 
and get it over with.” 

“Oh, come now,” I _ remonstrated, 
“there’s no use making matters worse. I'll 
go with you and tell them you were in 
an accident—or something,” I added 
lamely. 

She threw me a queer look. “No,” she 
said; “no use dragging you into it. I—I 
should have had better sense. Marion 
begged me not to go with that fool. But 
I would go! Well—” she shrugged her 
shoulders, “here I am.” But her shaking 
voice betrayed her. 

I clenched my hands, and with an effort 
forced back a wave of _ tenderness. 
Snatches of gossip began to buzz in my 
ears, ruthlessly tearing aside all my care- 
fully cherished ideals and blinding me with 
a fierce resentment. I caught her shaking 
body in my arms, and at the touch of its 
palpitating softness, I lost all sense of 
chivalry. 


Ac whizzed by, the throb of its 
motor a reminder that we were on the 
main highway. Shaken, I loosened my 
tight grip, and she sank back on my arm, 
her eyes closed, her breath coming in quiv- 
ering gasps. 

The drive to town was made in painful 
silence. Stealing a glance at her, I saw 
that she sat erect, her black eyes staring 
fixedly in front, her face set and white. 
A sense of shame filtered through my re- 
sentment. After all, if she had stumbled 
into trouble, I had found her running 
away. She had turned to me for help. 
Something of my old sense of fair play 
came over me and swept away my anger, 
leaving only heartache and remorse. 
drew up in front of my frat-house and 
stopped. 

“I’m sorry, Bev,” I told her humbly. “I 
acted like a cad. Please let me run in and 
get that sweater for you.” She did not 
answer. I turned and ran into the house, 
but when I returned a few seconds later, 
she was gone. I knew it was useless to 
follow her, as her sorority house was only 
a step around the corner. I stood there 
for a long time, shaken and sick at heart. 

The remaining few weeks of school 
were not easy ones. Beverly's sudden de- 
parture from the university excited the 
wildest gossip. My part in her latest es- 
capade was not known, and I had remained 
silent, realizing the uselessness of any 


jing of her 


other step. However, Beverly’s mysterious 
and sudden appearance at midnight on a 


|night when dates were strictly forbidden, 


her general state of collapse, and the find- 
“date,” Clark Howell, in a 
drunken stupor five miles out of the city 
in a lone cabin—all this was common 
talk. _Not even Sam dared to approach 
me on the subject. 

One day, in desperation, I sought out 
Marion Blaine, Beverly’s former room- 
mate. I knew that even in the face of 


| 
4 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
© 
I 
A | 
<4 | 
| 
| 
% 1 
/, (¢ { 
114 


nisery 


n her 
e and 
over 


and 
a 

she 
and 
I am 


rated, 
re in 
udded 


” she 
I—I 
arion 
But 
| her 
king 


*ffort 
ness. 
1 my 
care- 
with 
f its 
e of 


its 
1 the 

my 
arm, 
juiv- 


nful 
saw 
ring 
hite. 
re- 
bled 
ning 
1elp. 
play 
ger, 
I 
and 


| 
and 
not 
use, 
ter, 
to 
nly 
ere 


open criticism, Marion had remained ob- 
durate in her defense of Beverly. 

“None of us ever understood her, Ted,” 
Marion told me with tears in her eyes. 
“There always was an intangible barrier 
around her I could never penetrate. Some- 
how, she always seemed to me like a bird 
let out of a cage and intoxicated with 
freedom.” 

“But that’s absurd,” I protested. “Isn't 
she the step-daughter of Worth, the auto- 
mobile manufacturer ?” 

“Yes,” Marion answered, puzzled, “her 
parents must be enormously wealthy, but 
you never heard her mention the fact. 
That’s why lots of us, even in the face 
of the things they said about her, couldn't 
help: loving her. She was so genuinely 
real.” She laid her hand on my arm 
earnestly. 

“I can’t help but believe, Ted, that 
there is something about her past or home 
life that would clear up a lot of things 
if we only knew. She was so reticent and 
acted so queerly when her family was 
mentioned.” 

I smiled. “But wealthy step-fathers 
aren’t usually barbarians, are they?” 

“IT don’t know,” Marion sighed; “I wish 
I did.” She turned to me suddenly. “She 
did not have to leave school, you know, 
Ted. The school authorities were willing 
to give her another chance. But some- 
thing must have happened, for her definite 
spirit seemed suddenly crushed.” 

I flushed, but faced her squarely. “Did 
she—” 

“Yes,” replied Marion, “she told me all 
about it, Ted, and although you hurt her 
deeply, she felt that she could not blame 


you. 

“T’ve felt like a beast,” I groaned. 

“She cares for you,” she told me quietly, 
“and I believe she needed a lesson like 
that. I only wish,” she clenched her 
hands ‘fiercely, “I only wish she could 
have met you before some of those insipid 
fools that she ran around with tarnished 
her name with their untruthful remarks 
and insinuations.” 

“You mean—” I drew a deep breath. 


MEAN,” replied Marion slowly, “that 

some boys sow their wild oats at the ex- 
pense of a girl's reputation. I know that 
Bev was as straight as a string, but she 
was impetuous and headstrong. I could 
not tell her a thing. Always she would 
say the same thing: ‘Let ’em talk! J 
won't let any prying gossips spoil my good 
time. I’m happy—I’m happier than I’ve 
ever been in all my life. I like to break 
rules. I want to be free!’ And then she 
would slip off and do some daring stunt 
that inevitably gave people the wrong im- 
pression. And as for her affairs with men 
—well, what boy with a polished opinion 
of himself will likely admit that he has 
heen fooled. Do you see, Ted Watson?” 

I rose and pressed her hand. “You are 
a real friend, Marion,” I told her, “and I 
do see.” 

I did not attempt to -write to Beverly. 
I dug into my school work with feverish 
zest. Some of the hollowness underneath 
my eyes began to disappear and I felt hap- 
pier than I had for a long time. I had 
made a determined resolution to go to her 
and bring about an understanding between 
us. 
Beverly lived in an adjoining state. I 
reached Chicago in the early dusk of a 
June evening. I was so eager to see her 
that I did not telephone, but left my lug- 
gage at a convenient hotel and drove im- 
mediately to her home. 

I was quite unprepared for the over- 
powering magnificence of the Worth es- 
tate. I stared at it gloomily from behind 
the wheel of my faithful little car. It 
loomed before me, clearly outlined in the 
Tune twilight, impressive in its grandeur. 


Neither ever 
saw a 
human being 
before! 


ABABY boy and a baby girl 
**% had been cast up by the sea, 
on opposite shores of a desert isle. 
They had grown up alone and 
apart, each living a primeval life. 


Then, after twenty years, they 
met. They knew nothing of the 
relationship of man and woman 
—nothing of love. They won- 
dered at the strange’ new emo- 
tions kindled within them. Irre- 
sistibly primitive passions drew 
them together. And there, in their island daring story? Who but he ever has 
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of breathless adventure on old- 


time sailing vessels—stories of 
mutiny—of pirates, of red- 
blooded fights—of shipwreck— 
of shanghai and brutality—of - tory Offer is 


courage, sacrifice and love. withdrawn. piss 
S proval, all charges prepaid 
McKINLAY, STONE & MACKENZIE — 8 Stories 
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Address. 
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“T loved Jerry with all the intensity of 
my young heart. Chester Worth was 
too commonplace and colorless, although 
greatly favored by my parents and even 
then recognized as a coming figure of 
great ‘power. 

“I married Jerry of course, and ‘within 
six months he was breaking my heart with 
his unfaithfulness. It was his nature that 
he could not linger ,long in the quiet and 
peace of home; he must dip into the reds 
and the purples and dangerous blues. He 
was killed in a raid on a roadhouse—just 
a month before Beverly was born. 

“IT lived in a nightmare of agony after 
that. Bitterness choked all the youth and 
sweetness from my soul. When Beverly 
was born I hated her. Yes,” as I gave an 
imperceptible start, “she was the image of 
her father, and born under the shadows 
and torments of jealousy and heartbreak. 
As she grew older she realized something 
of this, and it built up a wall between us, 
devoid of all understanding. Sometimes 
I loved her with a wild devotion, but never 
for long. 

“Chester Worth renewed his attentions 
when Beverly was eight,” she hurried on, 
“and I married him, partly because I felt 
it mattered little what I did or did not 
do, and partly because I felt the need of 
a solid and stable foundation. And he 
did love me, but alas! It was Beverly 
who bore the brunt of this constant see- 
sawing of wills. 

“Oh, I grew to hate him for that, but 
I knew that he, too, suffered. Beverly 
bore it all with amazing fortitude, but 


I climbed the steps hesitantly, feeling 
very young and foolish. It came to me 
|that callers here did not present them- 
|selves in this abrupt and unheralded man- 
lner. I fumbled for my card and was 
| about to ring the bell, when the door 
opened suddenly upon two people, a man 
land a woman. They stood there for the 
|barest fraction of a second, staring at me 
| with hostile eyes. Instinctively, I guessed 
|that this was the “mysterious family” of 
Marion’s forebodings. 
| Mrs. Worth was tall and fair, and there 
| was nothing at all about her suggestive of 
| her daughter. Her cold, suspicious eyés 
had little of the Gypsy-like warmth of 
Beverly’s own. 


DAY RECEIVED 


Give YOURSELF 
A Perfect Marcel 


ry five minutes time 
y no cost. 


WAS the first to break the awkward 

silence. “I am sure you must be Beverly’s 
mother,” I said frankly, holding out my 
hand. “I am Theodore Watson, and per- 
haps when I explain that I have driven 
many miles today to see your daughter, 
you will forgive this abrupt call. No 
doubt she has a previous engagement.” © 

Mrs. Worth smiled queerly. “No,” she 
replied, “she has not.” She turned, a little 
‘defiantly I thought, to her husband. “You 
will please go on, Chester, and pay my 
regrets to the Merediihs. Tell them I am 
ill, dead—anything.” 

“You have come from the university?” 
she asked, turning to me. 

“Yes,” I answered. My thoughts flew 
to Beverly. Where was she? What was 
‘she doing? Why must I go through all 


Be independent of the beauty shop. No more 
inconvenience; no more delays and waiting; 
| no more expense. 


A perfect marcel whenever you want, in the 
privacy of your own room, and without 
expense. 


Superba Marcel Waver 
a Marvelous Invention 
One Hundred Thousand in Use 


‘these preliminaries? 

“Then will you not tell me,” this rather 
|unfriendly and unusual lady said finally, 
“that all those dreadful things they said 


hers was not a happy childhood. She 
sensed the pain the words brought me, 
and ‘young as she was, her efforts to sup- 


press her naturally mischievous and spon- 
taneous nature was pitiful to see. 


A®: WHEN her stepfather finally in- 
sisted that, at eighteen, she be sent 
away to college to ‘see whether or not she 
can take care of herself,’ I was afraid. She 
had never known the natural companionship 
of youth and I knew the newly discovered 
freedom would go to her head like wine. 
I saw disastrous results coming from years 
of rigid suppression.” 

She rose, and gathering the wrap about 
her shoulders, shivered slightly. “I think 
that is all. But do you understand now? 
Beverly has told me a little of her life at 
school. She was gloriously happy, and 
anxious to make friends. Consequently, in 
her eagerness to be a ‘good sport’ she was 
often rash and indiscreet. When at first 
people began to misinterpret her actions, 
she was sorely hurt, then bewildered, and 
finally defiant. Youth is very sensitive, 
and quick to fling a mocking handful of 
impudent defiance in the faces of gossipers. 
Thoughtless gossip is behind many mis- 
deeds.” | 

I found her in the garden. Her back 
was toward me, her head on the back of 
a low chair. A brilliant moon softened 
the rather pretentious architectural setting, 
transforming it into a garden that breathed 
a potent spell of love and youth. I stepped 
behind her and enveloped her face in my 
hands. She caught my arms, drew them to 
her, and slipped into them naturally and 
contentedly, just as if she had been wait- 
ing and had known I would come. 

“Tt was all talk, Ted,” she told-me after 
a while. “I was very foolish and. silly, 
but. the things they said—” 

“Are a closed chapter,” I finished, and 
kissed her emphatically. “But from now 


of my daughter were not true?” 

“Believe me, Mrs. Worth,” I answered 
her quickly, “I know they were not.” 

“I have guessed that you are in love 
with my little girl,” she said softly. “Am 


Attach the Superba Marcel Waver to the 
electric light socket. In three minutes it 
attains just the right temperature. In five | right ? 

minutes, without assistance, without experi- | “I care eg much for her,” I replied 
ence, you have given yourself a marcel wave earnestly, that I do not see how I am 
of professional beauty. going to have the nerve to ask her to 


SEND NO MONEY give up all this.” 


“Oh, yes! Yes! 
Free Trial in Your Own Home 


cares little for any of it.” 
The coupon below gives you an absolutely free trial of the 


at the vehemence of her voice. 
she began to speak rapidly. 

marvelous Superba Marcel Waver. Try it within the privacy 

of your own home. We guarantee you will be delighted with 


“IT know you are anxious to see her, but 
the waver. We guarantee you will like the marcel wave you first I must tell you a story. I must tell 
giveyourselfbetter than any beauty shopwaveyouhaveever had. you, because it concerns your happiness 
Send no money. Send the coupon. Hand the Postman a $3.95 and my daughter’s. I cannot have your 
deposit, plus a few cents postage, when he delivers the waver c a = 
to you. (Keep the waver five days, try it yourself, let your | future clouded by shadow s, and Bev erly 
’ friends try it, test it any way you want.) Then if you would never tell you. I have not been a 
pafectiy with simply good mother, but nothing would drag from 
ack to us in five days and we will immediately return the . . . : 
$3.95 deposit without question. There couldn't be a more fair her lips this story which 1S, after all, the 
offer than that, could there? Try it without obligation. Keep keynote of her whole character. 
it only if you are delighted with it and pay only $3.95 for 
the waver complete. Send the coupon, without money, right 
now. Get in on this introductory offer. 


I can assure you she 
I was startled 
Suddenly 


FIGHT HOUR SERVICE —YOUR ORDER SHIPPED SAME 


Gur sighed, and I sensed something of 
the effort this was costing her. “Mrs. 
Worth, I—” 

She motioned my protest aside. 
all, it is the old story of a young girl, 
myself, brought up in moderate circum- 
stances and cast too early into the sea of 
life. I was young, extremely so, intensely 
romantic and—two men loved me. One 
was Beverly’s father and the other .was— 
Chester Worth. Jerry Burleigh was, I 
think, the most lovable and the hand- 
somest man I have ever met.” She turned 
her eyes away, but not before I had caught 
a wet flash of vivid memory reflected in 
their sudden brightness. 

“He was dark, with glowing eyes that 
shone with animation and love of life. 
He was an artist, and endowed with a 
fierce love for all things beautiful, and an 


Superior Electric Products Co. 
2206 Pine St., Dept. 25, St. Louis, Mo. 


Tear out Coupon and mail 


Send No 
Money 


Superior Elec- 
tric Products Co. 


2206 Pine St., St. Louis, Mo. 

Dept. 25 
Please send the Superba Marcel Waver on your 
free trial offer. 1 will deposit $3.95" (plus post- 
age) with postman on delivery IfI keep the Su- 
perba ‘Waver there are no further payments. If I am 
not satisfied, I willreturn the outht to you within 
five days and you will immediately re‘und my money 
without question. 


| | untamed spirit that lived always in the on, young lady, your chapters must be 
creation of its wild imaginings. It was re- absolutely new, and your wildness prac- 
Address....... flected in his life. With one sweep of his ticed on_me.” 2 
magnetic personality, he could paint glow- “Oh, I'll be good,” said the girl who is 
eee Bh on sk State........ ing colors upon the heartstrings, and with now my wife, demurely. _She raised eyes 
another he could blot them into spots of from which the dancing lights would ever 
ugliness.” play. “I’ve had my fling.” ; 
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of Dresse 
3 


Bust 
Just to make satisfied custom- 
ers, you can buy both of these Q 
jerjul dresses for the price re) 
of one. Positively the biggest Ps 
bargain we ever offered. Both 
dresses are je of strong wearing 
A navy blue fipe-1n.shed serge. One 
mci! stripe in the new'coat efiect with siue 
Sash and button trim, Popular Petcr Pan collar and tie Qa 
rings. Tre other is beautifully embroidered and bas y 
‘turn back collar, tie strings and sash belt. Neat styles 
suitable for ali figures and for year around wear. © 
OsEnp NO MONEY letter nowt When 
ra} are delivered pay mail- 
man only $2.98 and a few cents delivery charges. If 
satisfied we'll return your money. isn’t that fair? 
NORMAN TS CO. Dept. 73 J 120 CHICAGO 


How can I do it? 


Spanish Lace 
& Tussah Silk 


DRESS 


: With Shadow Proot 
Princess Slip FREE 
ONLY 


OUR SERVICE—YOUR ORDER SHIPPED SAME DAY RECEIVED 


derful party dress. 
am sosure that you'll 
like it that | have made 
arrangements so y 
ean see it without risk. 
A Dress You'll 
Made of fine 
wearing 
ace in a fancydesign. 
Trimmed at the sides 
with 4 panels of gen- 
vine Tussah Silk. Wide 
Tussah silk belt trim- 
med with pretty flow- 
er. Asa part of each 
dress, I include a 
lustrous silky sateen 
Princess slip, under- 
neath the Spanish lace 
costume, making the 
dress absolutely 
Shadow Proof. 


32 to 44 

Bust. Send only a letter or postcard 

Also now. When dress arrives pay 

Extra mail man only $3.98 and a few 
cents postage. If not satisfied, 

Sizes. I will return your money. 

4 to S.: Also extra sizes 45 to 53 

Price ust. Price only $4. 

Norman Roberts & 
Colors: 22:3 120 
ow 1428 N, Wells Street, Chicago, Hl, 


A Feather in a 
Cyclone 


[Continued from page 73] 


said Myra. “Think of the hold-ups. Why, 
every night somebody is robbed and mur- 
dered or kidnapped. The crime wave is 
at its height. A fine chance you'd have 
with bandits.” 
“Surely you are joking?” asked Zandone. 
“Joking? Not a bit of it,” I answered. | 
“But you might have engine trouble, a | 
flat tire—anythihg might happen. It | 
wouldn’t be safe,” he insisted, his anxiety 
plainly evident. 
“Well, if anything goes wrong with the | 
car,” I said, matter-of-factly, “I can curl up | 
on the seat and go to sleep until morning.” 


"THEY argued and they begged. They 
said all. sorts of things to scare me out 
of the notion of going. 

‘When said good-night to Zandone, I 
congratulated myself that he was really 
worried about me. I was immensely 
pleased. Myra’s husband escorted me to 
my car, and made a few more upsetting 
remarks that did not contribute to my 
peace of mind. 

Out of range of the street lights, I 
stopped the car and slipped into my outing | 
togs—no use to go home, several miles out 
of my way, just to change. 

Afar on the friendly road, with stars 
overhead, a crisp breeze blowing, and the 
lilting. notes of night birds coming from 
verdant fields, I forgot all the premoni- 
tions and prophesies of my alarmist 
friends, and sped on contentedly over mile 
aiter mile of winding road, through orange 
groves, vast vineyards, sleeping towns—on 
and on until I came to the edge of the | 
desert, which, barren and grey, naked and 
shivering; seemed to slip away from the 
fertile land of living things, into a sepul- 
chre of darkness and beating winds and 
mysteries. The transition was like pass- 
ing from one world into another. 

I plunged into a maddened, relentless, 
beating sandstorm. I had _ experienced 
sandstorms before,’ but only. in the day- 
time—never at night. The wind was ter- 
rific, heaving up sharp particles of sand 
and granite that knived against the closed 
windows of my car like a fusillade of 
barbed bullets. The entire landscape 
seemed to leap aloft with maniacal fury. 
The air was filled with flying earth, and 
the menacing blackness of night. 

No more could I see the stars. My head- 
lights, powerful as they were, could not 
pierce the gloom. If it had not been for 
the deep wheel. ruts, which made it impos- 
sible for the car to get off the road, I 
would have been hopelessly lost. I made 
no effort to guide, just let the wheels | 
follow the ruts, which was the only sane 
thing to do under the circumstances. 


RAWLING slowly, as if feeling its way, 
the car, quiveringly hesitated, as if un- | 
decided which way to go, made a sharp | 
turn to the left. I knew we, my car and | 
I, had come to a fork in the road, and 
that the car had automatically chosen its 
own path. Where it was taking me, I 
hadn’t the slightest idea. I let it go of 
its own volition. Almost immediately the 
wind stopped beating against the glass. 
What was the meaning of it? I shut off 
the engine, opened the door and peered out. 
I could distinguish nothing in the dark- 
ness. I seeemd to be in an oasis of calm, 
yet nearby I could hear the unabated roar- 
ing and shrieking of the wind. It was 
mysterious, uncanny. 
I stepped to the ground. I reached out, 
my hands coming in contact with rough 
siding. To my amazement I found I was 
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‘Not a miracle 


Dear: just 
‘Kissproof!” 


“Yes......but I don’t yet quite 
understand 


“Oh! of course you don’t, Peggy old 
dear—you’re like Jack. He couldn’t 
understand why any woman wanted to 
be lovelier than nature made her. But 
after I used Kissproof .... the thrill 
I got when he saw me, convinced me 
that this new trio (Kissproof Rouge, 
Lipstick and Powder) had wrought a 
radiant transformation. I was lovelier! 
My dream had come true! I fairly 
glowed with the joy of living. It was 
as simple as that! ” 

The magic of Ki: f will give you the petal 
a tint of wild roses 
on your cheeks— the lure of lovely lips, like 
crushed red buds—their faint suggestion 
perfume—that’s you! 

Kissproof Rouge, gorgeous, glowing with life 
and youth. As natural as your own blush. A 
ride in the wind, a plunge in the surf, or under 
the evening lights amid blazing color, still 
finds this rouge vivid and daintily adherent. 
Atouch of Kissproof Lipstick gives newand rare 
beauty to your lips. Vivacious, alluring, and 
cannot be disturbed by a kiss or a cup of tea! 
With Kissproof, you feel assurance of 
perfect appearance, whether dining, dancing, 
motoring — whether at the theatre or the beach. 
Each soft caress of Kissproof Face Powder adds 
loveli to your plexi Blends into the 
skin, bringing out your natural beauty—the 
rightful heritage of every woman! You should 
include Kissproof Powder in your ritual of love- 
liness! Made with a tissue cream base. It 
clings and clings. Comes in a shining Black and 
Gold box—not any more expensive, but Oh so 
lovely! (Madein Rachel, Ivory Flesh or White.) 
Your dealer (if up to date) can supply 
you. If not, for beauty’s sake, accept 
no substitute, but send direct — the price 
of the Lipstick and the Rouge is 50c, 
the Powder is $1.00, or send coupon 
for. Free samples. 


] 
| Delica laboratories In. 
F 


Delica Laboratories, Inc., Dept. 1327 
4003 Broadway, Chicago, Ill. 
Gentlemen: Please send free samples for 
one week) of Kiss; f Lipstick, Kissproof Rouge, 
Delica-Brow-and Kissproof Face Powder. I enclose 
toc for packing and mailing. 
OlIvory O Brunette O White Flesh 
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$95 an Hour! 


“Every hour I spent on my I. C. S. 
Course has been worth $95 to me! My 
position, my $5,000 a year income, my 

+ home, my family’s happiness—I owe it 
all to my spare-time training with 
the International Corr spondence 


Schools!” 

Every mail brings letters from some 
of the thousands of I. C. S. students 
telling of promotions or increases in 
salary as the rewards of spare-time 
study. 


What are you doing with the hours 
after supper? Can you afford to let 
them slip by unimproved when you 
can easily make them mean so much? 
One hour a day spent with the I. Cc. S. 
will prepare you for the position you 
want in the work you like best. Yes, 
it will! Put it up to us to prove it. 
Mark and mail this coupon now! 


INTERNATIONAL “CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6253-C, Scranton, Penna. 

Oldest and ak correspondence achoools in the world 

Without cost, please tell me how I can qualify for the 
position or in the subject before which I have marked an X: 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 

Business Management C)Salesmanship 
Management Lj Advertising 


Personnel Organization { JBetter Letters 

Traffic Management (J)Show Card Lettering 

C) Business Law LJStenography and Typing 

f)Banking and Banking Law |Business English 

Accountancy (including C.P.A.)C) Civil Service 

(J) Nicholson Cost Accounting { J Railway Mail Clerk 

Bookkeeping ]Common School Subjects 

(Private Secretary L] High School Subjects 

O)Spanish 0 French tlustrating 
TECHNICAL AND ~ 

O Electrical Engineering Archit 

LjElectrie Lighting ets’ Blueprints 

C] Mechanica] Engineer }Contractor and Builder 

() Mechanical Draftsman )Architeetural Draftsman 

CJ) Machine Shop Practice C)Conerete Builder 

() Railroad Positions }Structural Engineer 

C)Gas Engine Operating jJChemistry (© Pharmacy 


Cj) Automobile Work 
C)Surveying and Mapping Cj Airplane Engines 

C) Metallurgy Mining Agriculture and Poultry 
(Steam Engineering () Radio Mathematics 


}Civil Engineer 


Street 
ees 


6-26+25 


Occupation 
if you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the Interna- 
tional Correspondence Schools Canadiun Limited, Montreag 


Looks Like $500 Worth 
Gives You $ I, 10 Profit! 


You should see our Nifty Nine Package. 

Our Representatives in ay ou 
products with a first sale of beautif 
combination sets of Toilet Articles, 
Soaps, etc., at half tore prices. No 
fancy talk — they sell on sight. 
Make twenty to thirty sales @ 
day with $1.10 profit on each. 


Easy to Average 
m $100°° a Week 


Could you ask more 
lin introducin, 

ishing a permane 
business for yourself? Another plan calls ne deliveries 
—no investment—no delays, You bank immediate profits. 
Also a winning plan, a premium to each sale. Write tod 
for illustrated circulars explaining our unique plans. Aet 


E.M.DAVIS CO. Dept. 7634 CHICAGO 


AGENTS 


on the sheltered side of a building. “A 
house,” I thought. At last, safety and 
protection. No doubt the occupants would 
give me a bed, and in the morning when 
the storm was over, and the sun was up, 
I could finish my journey. Aided by my 
pocket flash, I groped my way round the 
weather-beaten shack until I reached a 
door, which, to my dismay, dangled loosely 
from its hinges, and shuddered with cvery 
gust like a drunken thing. 

I raised my hand to knock--tlien hesi- 
tated. “What if this was the retreat of 
bootleggers—or robbers? The idea sent 
icy chills scampering through my anatomy. 
However, I was exhausted and unnerved, 
and felt an unnatural tendency toward 
hysteria. I decided anything--even quick 
murder—would be preferable to starting 
out again in the storm. 

And so I knocked, first timidly, then 
vigorously. There was no response. | 
waited—shivering both from cold and fear. 
On this side of the shack there was no 
protection. The wind shrieked, beating 
me, biting me, knifing me. Convinced 
there was no one inside the shack, I 
slowly and cautiously shoved open the 
door. It squeaked dismally and menac- 
ingly on its rusty hinges. With my ‘lash 
I noted the meager furnishings of thie 
one room, a chair, an empty box or two, 
a few cracked dishes, some magazine il- 
lustrations pinned on the walls, and in 
one corner two crude bunks, one above 
the other, on the order of berths in a 
Pullman. 


CREPT back to the car and took some 

blankets out of the little trunk I always 
carry with me on these trips. Propelled 
by a mighty gust as I neared the door, 
I was literally blown into the shack. 

I tried to lock the door, but there was 
no lock. I barricaded it as best I could 
with chair and boxes. A terrific gust of 
| wind struck the window, crashing the 
pane. Paralyzed with fear, I dropped my 
flash. It went out. I heard it roll dully 
over the board floor. As soon as I re- 
gained my wits and power of motion, I 
crawled round in the inky blackness trying 
to find it. It must have gone through 
|one of the gaping cracks in the floor. I 
|realized I was doomed to several hours 
darkness. 

I thought of snakes and lizards and 
desert rats, and wondered if they too 
might not have sought shelter from the 
|storm. My imagination went on a de- 
bauch, until all the hideous demons of this 
world and the other, seemed about to 
attack me. My hat fell off. I heard it 
thump softly on the floor. I wrapped 
myself in my blankets, which, all this 
time I'd clutched tightly uhder one arm, 
and clambered into the upper berth. The 
|ancient dust from the ragged straw mat- 
| tress sickened, and nearly choked me as I 
| settled into it. 
| T couldn't sleep. I was obsessed with 
horrible forebodings. I heard a_ noise 
\like a rat gnawing wood, and once—twice 


—three times—things with flying feet 
scampered across me. The darkness was 
|impenetrable. The wind became more and 


more boisterous. Again and again the 
little house quivered as if about to collapse. 
I judged it was near midnight. The hours 
of waiting until dawn trailed before me, 
a procession of gruesome deadly terror. 
Suddenly, above the uproar of the 
storm, I heard loud knocking. If I 
was paralyzed before, I was petrified now. 
I couldn’t have moved or spoken if Id 
wanted to. The knocking on the door 
continued, impatient, demanding. Then it 


flew open, pushed by unseen hands. My | 
poor little barricade was as_ ineffective 
as a feather in a cyclone. Boxes and 
chair went clattering and thudding across 
the room and lodged against the opposite 
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HAS NEW HAIR 


KOTALKO DID IT 


Mary H. Little has luxuriant hair now. 


Yet for years, her head, as she describes it, “‘was as 
bare and shiny as the back of my hand.’ 

When Mrs. Little's hair began to fall, she tried to 
stop it by using various shampoos, oils and lotions, but 
her hair cortinued to come out until she had lost al) 
She perseveringly continued trying to get new hair 
She consulted a specialist but no hair came. Her only 
hope seemed to be in having a wig. 

Luckily she learned about Kotalko, and used it 
Watching in her mirror she saw hairs developing. 
Faithfully she applied Kotalko and the hair continued 
two grow. It became tong. strong and silklike. The 
likeness above is from her photograph. 

Men also who were bald-headed for years report new 
hair growth by KOTALKO. Many testimonials from 
men and women. 

You may buy a full-size box at the drug store 
under money-refunded guarantee, or fill out 
coupon for a 


FREE Trial Box 


If you have dandruff, or are losing hair, or if you are 
nearly or entirely bald. 


KOTAL CO., D-488, Sta. L., New York. 


Please send me FREE Proof Box of KOTALKO with 
directions and book. 


; Make Money in 
Photography! 


We train you quickly at home. 
x No experience necessary. Spare 


time or full time. Photographs in big 
demand by magazines, newspapers, adver- 
tisers, etc. Portrait Photographers make more 
money today than ever before. Commercial Photo- 
graphy also pays big money. Newplan. Nothing 
else like it.Write today for details and new FREE 
book, “Opportunities in Modern Photography.” 


International Studios, Inc. 
Dept. 2067 3601 Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


SAVE YOUR BODY 


Conserve Yc ir Health 
and Efficiency First 


“J would not part with it for $10,000” 


Sowritesan enthusi astic,grate- 
ful customer. “Worth more 
than a farm,” says another. In 
like manner testify over 100,000 
people who have worn it. 


The Natural 
Body Brace 


Overcomes WEAKNESS 
and er. AILMENTS 

of WOMEN and MEN. Devel- / 
ops erect, pate figure. 
Brings restful relief comfort, abil- 
| ity to do things, health, strength. 


Wear it 30 Days Free at Our Expense 


Does away with the strain and pain of standing and 
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| Keep Yourself Fit ed booklet, measurement 
| blank, etc., and read our very liberal proposition. 


HOWARD C-RASH, Natural Body Brace 
| Ho Rash Building SALINA- KANSAS 


| 
| | : 
| 
| 
L\ 
\ Boys 
CREAM 
|| 


XUM 


including 6O selections / 
of Water 


No. 8 Ukulele $2.95 


We will send it by return 
.12**Broad- 


'MY* MIND was keenly alive. 


'down would be taking a fearful risk. He 


are perf —< com: 
one sees t! 

will tell ‘700 @ true story 

ow got howImaké yedicated Ear Drum 
you bh 


Play 
the tune, 
seif-instrac 


Send for FREE BOOK. Learn 
of bass and syncopation-- 


3. If 10c (coin stamps) 


Niagara "School of ‘Music 
Dept. 788 Niagara Falls, N. Y. 


(7) 


PERSONAL 


Appearance 


is now more than ever 
the key note of success, 
both in social and busi- 


ness life. Bow- .egged 
al «>. both young 
and old, will be glad to 


hear that my new appli- 
ance will successfully 
straighten, within a short 
time, bow-leggedness 
knock-kneed legs, 
safely, quickly and per- 
manently, without pain, 
operation or discomfort. 
Worn at night. My new “Lim Straitner,” Model 18, U. 
Patent, is easy to adjust; its results will soon save you from 
further humiliation, and improve your personal appearance 
100 per cent (Model 18 is not like old-fashioned splints or 
braces, with bothersome straps, hard to adjust, but a scientific, 
modern device of proven merit, used and recommended for 
the last three years by physicians everywhere.) 

Write today for particulars, testimonials and my free copy- 
righted physiological and anatomical book which t-lls you 
how to correct bow and knock-kneed legs without any obli- 
gation. Enclose a dime for postage. 


M. TRILETY, SPECIALIST 
1287-L, W. U. Building, Binghamton, N. Y. 


grab me. 


wall with a crash, driven by wind gusts 
and inrushing sand. 

Instantly the door was closed by unseen 
hands. In the brief silence between storm 
ragings, I heard deep breathing. I heard 
shuffling of footsteps circling the room. 
He—I knew it was a man—was carefully 
feeling his way. 

“What if he should discover me? 
What sort of a creature was he?” I won- 
dered, as I lay like a stone, scarce daring 
to breathe. He might be an escaped luna- 
tic. He might be a hundred kinds of a 
dreadful creature. 


It com- 
pelled my body to action to the extent 
of pulling the blankets up over my mouth 
to deaden any sound of breathing. It 
seemed though, that he must surely hear my 
heart, as it thump-thumped against my ribs. 
Closer and closer came his shuffling feet 
—then he stopped—so near me I felt his 
breath on my forehead. His hand slid 
along the edge of my bunk. I expected 
every instant he’d reach inside as he 
blindly investigated. I was about to give 
vent to a hysterical scream, for my en- 
durance was at an end, when, to my in- 
finite relief, I heard him tumble into the 
lower bunk. Instantly he dropped asleep, 
I knew, for I heard him snore. 

With greatest caution I rolled to the 
edge of the bunk, but with my every 
movement the old dry boa_ds creaked and 
groaned. 

The snoring then stopped. Was he awake? 
Terror gripped me. Then the comforting 
thought came to me that he would prob- 
ably attribute the noise I’d made to the 
wind. Anyway, I decided, to clamber 


Then and there I gave 
up the idea of trying to get away, snuggled | 
down in my blankets, trusting to luck that 
he would leave in the morning without 
seeing me, up under ‘he i eaves, deep in 
my black coffin-like bed 

“But my car! He would discover that | 
—and then—” Hopelessness engulfed me. | | 
must have lost consciousness. It was dawn | 
when I came to and opened my eyes. Had | 
it all been a frightful dream? No—I 
was huddled in that dirty bunk, and inside | 
the old shack with me was—what? 


ar over the edge down into the 
room. A man—his back toward me, was 
standing in the center, looking at my hat 
where it had lodged in a corner, appar- 
ently wondering how on earth the femi- 
nine contraption got there. He was in| 
full evening dress, and there was some- | 
thing familiar about his figure—quite dif- | 
ferent from the uncouth villain I had 
visioned in the night. 

“Oh—oh!” I gasped. 

Startled, he whirled and looked into 
my eyes. It was Zandone. 

“YOU!” he exclaimed in amazement. | 

“YOU!” I cried in astonishment. 

I knew I looked frowsy, but somehow 
I didn’t care. I was so relieved. 

“Thank God, you're safe,” he said, 
coming close and smiling gratefully, as 
if a tremendous burden and anxiety had 
been lifted from his broad shoulders. “TI 
was desperately troubled after you 
last night.. I tried to follow you, 
I lost you, as well as myself, in the 
storm.” He held out his arms. “Come, 
let me help you down.” 

Gladly I jumped into them, blankets and 
all. 

He held me close as the warm earth 
holds the roots of a budding tree, while 
a glorious desert sunrise drifted sheaves 
of gold through the broken window pane. 
This was the beginning of happiness—our 
happiness. Myra proudly takes all the 
credit, but I insist that the desert sand- 


storm blew us into matrimony. 
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Invention 
for seekers of 


Beauty 


Elco Health Generators 
at last are ready for you! 
If you want more health 
—greater power to enjoy 
the pleasures and de- 
lights about you, or if 
more heauty is your de- 
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k on these inventions 
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pared. It will be sent to 
you without cost. It tells 
you how Elco Health 
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hopelessness 
health and weakness be- 
hind forever. Re-vitalize 
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“I’m making real 
money now” 


“CNEE that coupon? Remember the day 

you urged me to send it to Scran-~ 

ton? lt was the best thing I ever did. 

“Mr. Carter called me in to-day. Said 

he'd been watching my work for some 

time—ever since he learned I was study- 

ing with the International Correspon- 
dence Schools. 

“Then he asked me if I thought I could 
take over Bill Stevens’ job. I told him 
I was sure that I could—that I had had 
that goal in view ever since I started my 
I. C. S. course. 

“I start to-morrow, Mary, at an in- 
crease of $60 a month. It’s wonderful 
how spare-time study helps a man to 
get ahead.” 

Feo® thirty-three years, the I. C. S. has been help- 
ing men to win promotion, to earn more money, to 
get ahead in business and in life. 

You, too, can have the position you want in the 
work you like best. Yes, you can. 

All we ask is the chance to prove it. Without cost, 
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is a kind of orgy of physical emotions 
going on in every community. And at 
twenty-two or three, if a girl is still un- 
married, she is almost worn out as far as 
the possibility of really being able to love 
is concerned. 


BY T supposing that she has come through 
the manhandling and the pawing and 
the mauling and the kissing, with some 
ideals left, and has succeeded in winning a 
nice man, how is she going to keep him? 

I made an aphorism once which said 
that a fool could win the love of a man, 
but that it required a woman of resources 
to keep it; for men, you see, have their 
sensory nerves deadened, as well as the 
girls. They have been going through the 
same burning up of nervous force with 
all the caresses, and, as they are more 
difficult to hold at any time, the chances 
are ten to one that any modern, much- 
kissed maiden can retain their affection. 
Now I will tell you the psychological rea- 
son for this: 

There are certain primitive instincts 
in man which make him subconsciously 
desire that the woman he loves should be 
only for him, and pure. He is quite 


unaware of this; it is all subconscious, and 
he may even aver and believe that he pre- 
fers the modern knock-about. But his 
subconscious mind has placed her—this 
cheapened creature—upon the plane of the 
“light o’ love,” so that with the first 


Do You Wish to Keep the Man You Love? 


[Continued from page 37] 


weariness, and nothing of the ‘ether sub- 
conscious instincts, or respect, ‘honor, and 
duty, having been aroused by her, she loses 
him. He meant to be faithful—he really 
did. Susie has not been able to arouse any 
of his soul. 

It may be very hard on Susie—yikos may 
be really in love with him, having been a 
sweet girl perhaps, who went along: with 
the tide like her friends. 

They were all using up the most divine 
gift the Gods gave them—the capacity to 
love and to inspire love. 

This is written for the modern maiden, 
who now loves and wants happiness. She 
will lose the man for a certainty if she 
goes on as she was, and lets his sub- 
conscious mind still hold her as one of 
the bunch. 

But she can keep him if she begins 
arousing new interest in him by showing 
him another side of herself; letting him 
see that she has higher ideals than he 
believed, and can be an inspiration to him, 
and a real mate. The very surprise of it 
will re-light his hunting instinct, and the 
difficulty she will find in playing the new 
part may be of excitement and pleasure 
to herself. 

Be as fascinating as you can, but let 
your sweetheart feel that he has won 
something worth having—and that. he, too, 
must keep up to the mark ‘to retain what 
he now has learned to respect. 

This is the only way. Try it, girls. 


| 


Want to Keep Him? 
Was this talk startling to you? I read it over three times. 


It is a frank handling of a real, vital subject. 


And next 


month there will be another talk which will take your 


breath away— but you mustn’t miss it. — 


Tue Epiror. 
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Too Dumb and Scary 


[Continued from page 53] 


I was wrong to go to Mrs. Moffat’s. I 
was wrong to stay on in Liberty Hill after 
the show broke up and Newt went on. 
But I wanted a week. Just one week 
to rest before the wedding, I'd promised 
Newt. You see, I had given in. Newt 
was right. I was too dumb and scary to go 
on alone. 

And there, in Mrs. Moffat’s golden oak 
dining-room that first evening, I wished 
I had gone right on with Newt. I’ve eaten 
alone in delicatessens and quick lunches 
lots of times, but that was nothing to this. 
They shut me out. Mrs. Moffat had been 
favorably impressed by my dark dress and 
paleness, perhaps. I didn’t rouge enough, 
Newt always said. Mrs. Moffat hadn't 
recognizéd me either as Lily Carpenter or 
as Lila Rose, when she rented me the room. 
But the table found me out. There was a 
seller of vacuum cleaners. His reddened 
face shone under the lights from the amber 
chandeliers, I remember. He had seen 
Rose and Forrest's Melody Duet at the 
Palace. He called me Miss Rose with a 
mean sort of politeness. He even brought 
up some of those wise cracks of Newts, 
the milder ones. 

But Mrs.- Alice Meacham Gill froze him, 
and me, too. Mrs. Alice Meacham Gill 
still taught music once a week in the gray 
school where I had been a_fair- haired 
Valley child. She called me “Miss 
Carpenter” with a smile that was nastier 
than the vacuum cleaner seller’s politeness. 
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Mrs. Moffat, in the kitchen, didn’t know 
anything about all this. She stopped me 
on my way out of the dining-room. 

“We play cards on Monday nights, 
dearie,” she said, rolling her damp arms up 
in her apron. “Won't you join us?” 

I made some sort of an excuse, and went 
on. But in the dimly lighted hall someone 
else stopped me. He was tall and 
dressed in black, I saw, but young. 


It was you, Edwin Amberson,—the one 
I’m writing this story. for. Anyone may 
read it, of course, but I'm hoping that you 
will. It will tell you things you must have 
wondered about, and explain things that 
must have hurt you. I'm calling you 
Edwin Amberson, you see, because that is 
not your name. I’m writing about a town 


called. Liberty Hi'l, but you will know 
what town it is I mean. 
“IT do not play, either, being in the 


you said to me that first night. 


church,” 
“Perhaps you will walk with me: 


I WAS not Lily Carpenter to you that’ 
first night, I know. Nor Lila Rose. Not 
any woman at all, I think. Just —— 
shut out, not from the grace of God, 


from Mrs. Moffat’s table. And ire I 
always be for those who are shut out, 
won't you, Edwin? 


Behind your stiffness and your pulpit 
voice there was something kind, and I felt 
it. It cost you something to stop me there 
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‘Yes, dear,—I now work for ‘Uncle Sam.’ 
Today I received appointment. 

“Tomorrow I go out on my first Railway 
Mail run to Washington, D. C. From now on 
I will travel on pass and see my country. 
While away from home I get hotel expenses. 

I commence at $1900 a year and expect to 
raise to $2700 within a short time, with pos- 
sibly later advancement te positions paying 
$4000 or $5000 a year. 

“I have a Summer vacation with full pay 
and very pleasant work.” 


Thousands of U. S. Government Jobs are obtainable by 
men and women 18 up. Mail the coupon TODAY SURE. 
You may then soon find yourself in a well-paid U. S. 
GOVERNMENT JOB. 

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE 

Dept. G-334, Rochester, N. Y. 

Send me at once, free of charge, (1) List of U. S. Govern- 
ment Jobs obtainable. (2) Full information regarding 
salaries, hours, duties, ete, (3) Send free sample 
examination coaching. 


postage. Money-Back Guarantee. ““Lucky Gems’’ -how tok 
wear owt EE- Send NoMoney. Pay When Delivered. 
Box 12, Varick Sta., New York. Desk 3, 3. 


"THOUSANDS have overcome the 
cause of fat—lost all excess weight 
—through Dr. Kalen's Reducing Cap- 
sules. Guarantced harmless. Taken 
s. Makes you feel years younger n* 

. Send $3.00 for 10 
on delivery. Results 
Kalen 


Gray's Laboratories, Broadway at 43rd St., N. Y 


Deafness 


Write today for 168 page FREE book 
iving full particulars andtestimonials 

undreds of grateful users 

been restored by useof our 


hearing has 
“little wireless phones for the ears. 
Wilson Common-Sense Ear Drums_ 
foquice no medicine but effectively replace what is 
lacking or defective in the natural ear drums. They 


WILSON EAR DRUM CO., Incorporated 
1048 Todd Bldg. LOUISVILLE, KY. 


Plenty of Well Paid Drafting 
Jobs Like This! 


You to Fit n— 


If you would like to be prepared for one of the thou- 
sands of fine drafting jobs open everywhere, write me 
tod«y. Only trained men wanted, but | can train you 
at home, on practical work. 


Write Quick for Special Offer 


Your chance to earn cost of course and Complete Draft- 
ing Outfit incloded. I ll give any man with 


and pep his chance to make money. Write! 
Chief Draftsman Dobe pi 20-67" *Chicage: m. 


and stammer those few words, I know 
that now. 

We walked. The night was cool after 
the steam of Mrs. Moffat’s table, do you 
remember? The darkness seemed kind 
after the hateful light from those amber 
chandeliers. I ought to be able to say now 
that I felt in you at once what I was going 
to feel later. I wish I could say now that 
you gave me, even there in that smelly 
hallway, the feeling of McKinley Avenue. 
Quiet and peace, and the feeling of nothing 
ever again to be “scary” of, is what I 
mean. 

But I am slow to see things, as everyone 
says, even Newt. I was too slow to see 
what must have been there for me to see, 
even that first night. We walked on with- 
out talking for a long time. Better to 
have gone on with Newt, I was thinking. 
Better not to have hoped—to have hoped 
for what? To have hoped for what? 
What had Liberty Hill for Lily Carpenter ? 
Or what had Liberty Hill for Lila Rose? 


But you were trying to talk. I had 
always been shy with men; it was part 
of my scariness. “If you'd only devil the 
men down in front a little, baby,” Newt 
would say. But I couldn't. 

But now I saw that you were more shy, 
and it helped me. I was able to make you 
talk. I was able to make you tell me 
things in that short walk, more things I 
think than you had told anyone for a 
long time. You were, in a way, as shut 
out from the Moffat table as I was. You 
were, weren't you, a little scary, too? You 
hadn't walked, close this way, with a 
woman, or talked, freely this way, to a 
woman in a long time, had you, Edwin? 

This was your first charge, the Baptist 
Church in Liberty Hill, you told me. 
You'd been here but three months. And it 
was hard for you. You didn’t tell me 
that, but I saw. 

We turned into McKinley Avenue, and 
there, under the second arc light, where 
McKinley Avenue meets Burroughs Street, 
you stopped. 

“It’s the new place they’re building for 
me,” you said. You picked up some stray 
chips with a proud and careful air. “The 
plaster’s in. We're waiting for it to dry. 
It goes slowly, of course, with only the 
Building Committee to work on _ it 
evenings.” 

It was of yellow lumber. It had staring 
black holes for windows. There was a 
little box-like porch and a narrow walk. 
My hands came up to my throat as if 
they could stop the athing that set in there, 
and the little house blurred because of the 
tears in my eyes. I’ve told you that I am 
dumb, Edwin,—and that was what that 
little house, and McKinley Avenue, and 
“Hill people” being kind, could do to me. 


T’S wonderful,” I said. That’s all I 

could say. I never can talk when I’m 
feeling things, and when you're not feel- 
ing things, what is there to say? 
When I was sure that the tears wouldn't 
show I looked at you. Your face was in 
the shadow, but the arc light was shining 
on mine. You looked at me for a long 
time, letting your chips fall slowly. And 
you seemed satisfied with what I had said. 
You told me afterward, Edwin, that it 
was then you discovered that I was beau- 
tiful. No one else has ever told me that. 

I think I was more “dumb” than ever 
in the two weeks that came after that, 
Edwin. I don’t remember everything now. 
I only remember that I had meant to leave 
Mrs. Moffat’s and Liberty Hill the next 
morning, and that I did not leave. Looking 
back, I can see that there must have been 
glistening of eyes and whisperings behind 
doors in that boarding house. Looking 


back, I remember the hush that would fall 
Turn to page 123] 
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$3000%910000 a year 


Yes — $3,000 to $10,000 a year! These 
are the opportunities. The chance of a 
lifetime. Investigate! Look into the 
amazing possibilities of Radio. Become 
the Radio expert in your neighborhood. 
The Radio Association of America now 
makes it easy for you to train for a bi 
job, or to go into business for yourself. 
if ou want to get away from poor pay 
and jobs with no future, here’s your 
big opportunity. 

We want ambitious men everywhere— 
to learn Radio operation, construction, 
installation, repairing and selling. Be 
our representative in your neighborhood. 
Find out how you can qualify in a few 
short months, and receive our marvelous 
1000 Mile Radio Outfit FREE as part of 
your training. 


Train at Home— 
In Three Months 


Find out how, in your spare time at home, ty 
mail, without giving up your present position or 
losing a dollar of pay, you can become a Radio 
Expert in a few short months. No previous ex- 
perience necessary. The possibilities for big 
salaries or to go in for yourself are unlimited. In 
no other line have smbitious, wide-awake men the 
chance that Radio offers. You can now train 
under one of America’s leading Radio authorities. 
Read Mr. A. G. Mohaupt’s offer to train you per- 
sonally in everything about Radio. By enrolling 
with us now, you get the benefit of the direct 
personal guidance of this well-known expert. 


“T pledge my personal atten- 
tion to every member enrolling 
in our Association at this time. 
Your individual problems and 
questions will be answered by 
me, and I will work with you at 
every stage of the course, guid- 
ing you till fully trained, includ- 
ing Government examinations 

for Operator’s license.” 
A. G. MOHAUPT A. G. MOHAUPT 


Mr. Mohaupt, head of Radio Association of 
America, is a Graduate Electrical Engineer, Uni- 
versity of Wisconsin; former Radio Instructor for 
the U. S. Government; author of “Practice and 
Theory of Modern Radio.” 


Free 1000-Mile Radio Outfit 


Mail the coupon now for all the facts and free 
infermation. Let us prove to you that Radio is 
easier to learn and offers bigger money than any 
other business or profession that you can get into. 
Don’t wait. Act while our FREE Offer of a 1000- 
mile receiving outfit is still in effect. 

RADIO ASSOCIATION OF AMERICA 
4513 Ravenswood Ave., Dept.S- 10Chicago 

Please send me details regarding your Expert 
Home-Training Plan and offer to representatives, 
also your offer of a 1000-mile Radio Set FREE. 
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upon the table when we would come in, 
always a little late. 

We spent hours in the little house on 
McKinley Avenue, you and I. Daytimes it 
was empty of workmen. The smell of 
plaster, the smell of pine, and the smell 
of fresh, black soil brought in from the 
woods for that hard little grass plot— 
they're all part of that two weeks for me, 
Edwin. 

You talked a lot to me, and the pulpit 
yoice was gone. You didn’t seem to mind 
my being quiet. You told me about east 
facing windows, and rows and rows of 
hollyhocks 

“I like them, too,” I might say shyly. 

You told me the house would be painted 
white. Did I think white curtains—— 

“White curtains, with ruffles,” I thought. 


HERE’S nothing more that will hurt 

me, much, and you, too, Edwin—if you 
read this. Those next few days, Edwin, they 
were like nothing of Heaven that you can 
tell your church people in that pulpit voice, 
were they? They were like nothing of 
that hell I saw on your face the night I 
came upon you and Mrs. Moffat talking, 
and was gone before you knew. 

“But it’s impossible,” Mrs. Moffat was 
saying that night. “It’s impossible. Lily’s 
a Valley girl. When you've lived longer 
in Liberty Hill you'll see. The Valley and 
the Hill don’t mix, Reverend Amberson. 


Too Dumb and Scary 


[Continued from page 121] 


“Now I don’t say that Lily isn’t a nice 
girl, and a good girl,” she said. “But 
you're the minister. I thought I'd tell you 
what the women at the Guild meeting were 
saying last night. It’s as I always say— 
I try to be a mother to my people——” 

You'll remember all this, Edwin. I’m 
only telling it to show you that I heard. 
And I'll tell you the last thing I heard, 
too, Edwin. You stood up and your 
— fell on the screen and I saw your 
ace. 

“Lily—Lily is to be my wife,” you said. 

So you'll see I had to go, Edwin. When 
you tapped at my door a little later and 
I told you I had a headache I was lying 
on the floor, Edwin, and holding on to the 
metal fancy work on my bed just as I 
had held to the iron bars of old Sol 
Petersen’s fence that first night in Liberty 
Hill. But soon after that I found I could 
get up, and take off those white things, and 
put them back in the bottom of my trunk. 
I remembered the train Newt had taken. 
It was an early morning train. I’d go to 
Newt, I remember thinking. Newt was 
my people. You were Hill, Edwin. I was 
Valley. 

The Valley can’t hurt you now, Edwin. 
What there is about me of footlights, and 
cheap pink tights, and of Newt, can’t hurt 
you now. Newt and I were married on his 
farm a week after that. I wore the white 
kid slippers. And if you looked for me 
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OW the heart of the modern 
girl thrills to this wonderful 
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at any toilet counter. If your 
dealer can’t supply you, order direct 
orida Parfumerie, 630 South 
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must have been some time. It was the 
engines that woke me. The screw was 
whizzing to its utmost, the vibrations shak- 
ing the whole ship. It pounded like a 
fevered pulse. I sprang to the port-hole 
and looked out. The water was slipping 
past as though we were cutting through 
waving silk, throwing up a ragged seam 
of foam. Then something else caught my 
ear. The unmistakable dull boom of 
breakers. 

“My heart stood still. Every ghastly 
wreck that strewed the West Coast rose in 
my mind. How could we have been swept 
off our course with the sea like glass? 
What did it mean? The dull, angry roar 
was unmistakable. 

“My cabin was on the inside. To gain 
the deck I had to pass through the saloon. 


were a kill-joy and a meddlesome old maid 
toward a shipmate with a new command 
sailing the sea of Romance with a charm- 
ing passenger, but I knew the Coast and 
its people, and was honestly fond of Cap- 
tain Yon, and wanted to be his friend. He 
certainly needed someone to look after him, 
but the Sefiorita was doing that. It was 
his ship, but you might have thought it 
was her private yacht. 

“She caught the idea that I objected to 
the whole affair, and treated me with a 
sort of quizzical coquetry that. had a touch 
of malicious triumph in it. 

“Do I make you jealous that El Capitan 
gives me so much of his time, si?’ she 
asked me one night when she caught me 
frow ning over the rail. 

“She cooed the question in such a tone, 


— and with a softening of her eyes, that, if I My entrance broke up a beautiful tableau. 
im had been inclined to take her up she would The Sefiorita was seated in one of the bi 
ody 
i have played me off against Captain Yon. chairs, the Captain perched on the wide rhe 
ots “We raised the purple misted Guate- arm, his blonde head pressed against her J — Positions Open: 
Ao malian volcanoes one evening just after midnight hair, his mouth close to her ear 
sunset. The Sefiorita was in her most as she leaned back against his shoulder HOTELS, restaurants, clubs, apartments, everywhere 
need trained men and women. Over 70,000 high-class 


daring mood, and the Captain went on deck 
with her after dinner like a poodle on a 
leash. I was disgusted and went up on 
the bridge to have a look about. Sefior 
Jaurez treated me with a distant polite- 
ness, and didn’t seem overjoyed at my 
company. 


AS THE sudden tropic darkness dropped, 
I made mention of the fact that we 
were standing pretty close inshore for the 
strong tide that was running, but he only 
shrugged his shoulders and flashed his 
white teeth at me in a smile, the politeness 
of which failed to cover its contempt. 

“T went back to find the Captain and 
the Sefiorita sitting against the main hatch 
holding hands and counting the stars, so I 
turned away in disgust and went below. 

“T don’t know how long I slept, but it 


with closed eyes and pouting lips. 

“*VYon!’ I shouted. 

“He started to his feet in confusion. 
The Sefiorita shot a glance at me as wicked 
as a stiletto thrust. 

“*Get on deck!’ I cried. 

“She linked her arm about his in a 
snaky gesture, and slipped her fingers into 
his hand caressingly. I seized the other 
and started for the stairs. 

“ ‘Listen, man, listen!’ I commanded. 

“His eyes widened as his ears caught 
the roar, deeper and nearer than when I 
awoke. 

“*Breakers!’ he gasped in a frightened 


“*Who’s on the bridge?’ I demanded. 

“*Tosé,’ he half whispered, then a quick 
light leaped into his eyes and he shot 
past me for the stairs. 
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apartment and meals and fascinating work. 


over 16,000 rooms. 


paying up to $10,000 a year are open each jear 


the hotels of the United States. In 1925 the Hotel 
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over 60,000 trained men and women. 
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| WATCHES JEWELRY | 


MONTHS 
TO PAY 


‘No. 251-—Price $62.00 
$2 Down and $5 a Month 


This great big cluster of seven best le 
8 LATINUM white diamonds is set in 


and flashes like 2 carat solitaire an 
like one big diamond from a short dis- 
tance. The ring is beautifully engraved 

in an aguees desi Give finger 
\ and mai coupon for 
this ring. 


$195 A CARAT 
Decide what size diamond 
you want and figure price 
wy at this rate. Pay small de- 
posit, balance in 12 equal 
monthly payments. Retail 
value over $300.per carat. 


NO RED TAPE 
All credit dealings confi- 
dential, You get quick de- 
livery, the best of service. 


FREE TRIAL 
If you return your pur- 
chase within 10 days we 
will return your deposit. 
You take no risk. 


LOWEST PRICES 
EASIEST TERMS 
Try as hard as you please, 
you can not buy elsewhere 
and get as good value for 
your money, The terms 
are so easy that you will § | 
never miss the money. 


MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE 
You get our gold bond 
written guarantee that 
your money will be re- 

turned if not satisfied. 


8% EXCHANGE 
We will give 8% more for 
a diamond than you paid 
for it, when exchanged 
for a larger diamond. 


SEND NO MONEY 
Just mail coupon ahd we 
willsend ring to yourbank 
or express office for in- 
spection. See what you 
are getting before paying. 


No. 253 
$50. Pay $2 down, 
a month for 12 months. 
Cluster of seven best 
diamonds set in 
platinum 


$38. pee wn, $3 
‘or 12 months. 


No. 288 
. Pay $2 down, 
$3.50 a month for 12 
months. Cluster of 
7 diamonds set 
in platinum 


“We leaped on deck. Directly over the 
bow the pounding surf-sounded. As we 
|ran forward we caught the white line 
of foam straight ahead of us. Bow on we 
were plunging into it as if into the open 
mouth of a ravenous beast whose flashing 
teeth only waited to close up its prey. 

“*José, José!’ the Captain shouted as he 
rounded the wheel house, but there was no 
answer. 


MADE for the house. The door was 
locked. In the dim light I caught the 
flash of teeth in a devil’s grin as the 
| quartermaster held her straight on the 


course. As I shot my fist through the 
|glass, we struck, the engines full speed 
lahead. I heard the sand -crunch and fur- 


row under her keel as if it were a steam 
plow. She shivered, ‘stuck, nosed ahead 
farther, all but the ghastly throbbing of the 
engines. 

“I came through the jagged glass and 
caught one of the hombres on the jaw. 
The other’s knife struck my buckle, and 
as it turned I felt the edge slip past me 
as if someone had drawn a red hot wire 
across my stomach. Before he had time 
to strike again I stiffened him with a kick. 
But when I stepped back on deck it was 
all over. 

“As I made my way aft the throbbing 
of the-engines ceased. Settled to port, the 
surf breaking amidships, and lathering the 
bow with the soapy foam of the high tide! 
Every ounce of steam, every revolution of 
the screw they could squeeze out of her, 
had sent us plowing. into Guatemalian ter- 
ritory higher than any ship had ever been 
driven, except by a tidal wave. 

“I found the Captain clinging to the 
rail, staring with startled eyes at the 
velvet line of the jungle breaking the star 
strewn sky scarcely two hundreds yards 
away. Here and there lights flickered 
ashore like fire-flies. Then the whistle 
gave a quick toot, and a second later we 
heard the splash of ‘many feet in the 
water. Before we could recover the com- 
panion way rattled down, and, scrambling 
on deck, like monkeys, came the bare- 
footed, jean-clad soldiery of Guatemala, led 
by the Commandante, gorgeous in gold 
braid and many buttons. 

“The Captain only stared at him. Then a 
shadow darkened the salon door, and the 
Sefiorita stood there, with Senor Jaurez 
beside her. 

“‘Gracias, Sefior Captain,’ she said. 
‘’Tis better you land me at Ocos for then 
I make twelve hours to the plantation by it. 
Commandante, you will find my baggage 
forward in cases marked for Salvador!” 
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Diamond imperters—$ 1,000,000 Steck—Est. 1379) 
63 PARK ROW, Dept. 1989P NEW YORK 


TEAR OUT AND MAIL 


SEND NOMONEY 


STERLING DIAMOND & WATCH CO., inc. 
63 ParkRow Dept. 1959P New York 
Oo Picese send No......... to me on free trial. I agree 
to pay for it according to your thems. (Depositcan 

be gent with order if you prefer.) 

Please send your big new free catalog to me, show- 
ing watches and special low 
prices, on easy-to-pay terms. 


Every customer who 
answers this acvertise- 


: 


ab 


City @ ‘ 
State. 


The Captain woke to life and sprang at 
her, but the Commandante’s pistol barrel 
stretched him senseless on the deck. The 


| Seforita, assisted by Jaurez, stepped grace- 


fully over him, flinging a wicked glance 
over her shoulder as she made for the 
companionway. 


“THE Sefiorita is a beautiful patriot, 
si?’ said the Commandante as I lifted 
the unconscious Captain by the armpits. 
“*The Sefiorita is a damned snake,’ I 
replied, in English, however, as I dragged 
the limp form into the salon.” 
* * * 


The Captain frowned, as he paused, look- 
|= at the shore. 

“Ts that all?” I asked. 

“Tsn’t it enough?” he retorted. 

“But what became of the Captain?” I 
persisted. 

“What becomes of. any man who loses 
a ship that way? They confiscated the 
cargo and left him his vessel. There she 
is and there she stays. I crossed over 
Guatemala and made my way to Panama 
by the East Coast. On my next trip down, 
all the information I got concerning my 
old friend Yon was, ‘Quein sabe!’” 
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No Exercise, No Diets; No Drugs 
(NOTHING INTERNAL) 


EUROPEAN discovery makes it possible to re- 

duce weight by nature's method. Florazona 
actually washes away excess flesh through the 

res. Don't risk your health with starvation diets, 
feart-straining exercises, internal drugs. Simply dis- 
solve Florazona in your bath. Stay in for fifteen 
minutes; a from 8 ounces to 1 pound of weight 
melts away 


FLORAZONA 


Absolutely Harmless 


Physicians, nurses, and thousands of delighted users 
recommend this natural way to reduce. Florazona 
contains no epsom salts, no alum. Absolutely pure and 
harmless. Simple, safe, sure, natural. Convince your- 
self that Florazona will reduce your weight. Pack- 
age containing three concentrated bath treatments. 
only $1.00 postpaid. Guaranteed to reduce you, or 
your money back. 


Money-Back 
Guarantee 


Develops Bust Like ft ~ 
During the past 17 

added to 


glory of glory 


‘GROWDINA 


Ser bust, neck or arm deve 
Great Discovery of Parisian nenety ex- 
pert. armile: easy, cel esults 
accomplished quickiy. Marvelous. 
ais of efficiency. C onticential 
Tite 


Sophie K 


Mite. oppel, 
Suite 41 503 Fifth Ave. . New York 


The highest paid men in the world are advertising You can 
learn easily and quickly at home during your spare time. Bigger 
opportunities now in advertising than ever before. Tr 


for our graduates at big pay 
Send for FREE Book. Giving interesting infcrmation and vital 
facts — just what you want to know at advertising. Write ! 
DAVIS OF ADVERTISING 
ichigan Ave., Chicago, U.S. A. 


Stop Using a Truss 


STUART’S PLAPAO- 
PADS are different from 
the truss, being mechanico- 
chemico applicators 
Self-adhesive purposely to 
hold the distended muscles 
securely in place. No straps, 
buckles or spring attached 
—cannot slip, so cannot 


chafe or press against the 
pubic bone. Thousands have 
successfully treated them- 


Reduce Reduced 


d 
cont selves at home without 
hindrance from work—most Fae-Simile 
obstinate cases conquered. id Prix 


Soft as velvet—easy to apply—inexpensive, Awarded 

Gold Medal and Grand Prix. Process of recovery is 

natural, so afterwards no further use for trusses. We 

prove it by sending Trial of Plapao qpaciately FREE 
Write name on Coupon and send TODA 


Plapao Co., 235 Stuart Bidg., St. ae Mo. 
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DIAMONDS WATCHES 


CASH or CREDIT 


our expert 


SEND FOR CATALOG 


A Over 2,000 illustrations of Diamond 
set Jewelry, Watches, Pearis, M 
Bags, Silverware, etc. Se: 

4A, for your Free 


ual amounts, ayablo 
ooml- monthly, or monthly, as 


Satisfaction 
Money Refunded 


eekly 
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16 -Wrist Watch, Solid 


fi NO. 

18-k White Gold, 17- Jewels 
Dismends. "$416; surround: guaran teed, $27.80; 1 é 
Wuize or Green id, $5 up. ewels, 14-k, $22.50, 

Railroad Watches—Guaranteed to Pass Inspection 
HAMILTON NO. 992. 21 Jopels, Adjusted _Pesi- 
tions. Gold filled 26-Year 


LATEST 21 Jewels, A 
Runs 40 hours one winding. Gold filled 26-¥r. 8 Adi. $55 
“SUNN races. 21 Jewels, Adjusted to 

6 Positions. Gold filled 26-Year Case. 


THE RATIONAL FEW JEWELERS 


RADIO FANS Listen in on W. H. T. every 
Monday night from 7 to 7:30, 
every Friday night from 9:30 to 10, Central Standard Time. 
Lof oftis Bros. & Co.’s hour of music. 


DIMPLES 


can be yours 
improve Your Beauty 100% 


A new French Discovery that 
is being used by the leading 
beauty specialists of Paris. It 
is a simple, harmless, easily 
used device that quickly pro-~ 
duces fascinating dimples. 
absolutely harmless. 

woman who cares for her appearance should have this 
peren dimpler outfit, as dimples will ana greatly to her attractions. 
Send $1 for complete outfit and instructions. 
French Import Co., 102 Church St. New York Dept 31 


5 c. a Week! 


No delay—no 
papers to sign—vno_refer- 
ences! Just ask for No, 17 
—our choicest blue-white 
Prizma Diamond, in_ the 
princely Wales setting, guar- 
anteed for 25 yrs. Rich true- 
blue sapphires on sides. All 
the flame and flash of genu- 
ine diamonds. Pay only $2 
on delivery and 50c. a week 
($9 in all;. Satisfaction guar- 
anteed. Tie string around 
finger for size. 


PARK ROW CO., 38 Park Row, New York, Dept. SS-7 


BUST DEVELOPED 


Part Treatment is 
E_ that gives PULL 
ONE without bathing, 
exercises, pumps or other “se 


ous ho I_ send 
GUARA D TWO DOLLAR 
14- DAY 
TREATMENT 


If — send a DIME toward expenses. 
(A Large Aluminum Box of my Won- 


sl TH 10¢ TO YOU 
If not, your “= back by first mail. 
Address W, with ten cents 


mme. E. B. Williams, Buffalo, N. 1. 


aa OILY HAIR 


The Method of New York’s 
Famous Specialist 


No more oily, scraggly locks. The 
actual treatment used in the Dr. 
Frank Parker Trichological Institute 
—patronized by fashion leaders—is 
now offered to you. 

HERBEX OILY HAIR CORRECTANT 
acts scientifically. Prevents loss of hair, dan- 
druff and scalp disorders. Makes waving easier 
and more lasting. Pleasant to use. Satisfaction 
guaranteed in ten days or money freely refunded. 
Sold by beauty parlors and drug stores, Or post- 
paid for $1.00, Address Dept. C-2. 

PARKER HERBEX CORP., 
47 West 49th St., New York, N. Y. 


The “Petting” Verdict 


First Prize Letter 
[Continued from page 57] 


admitted he is very proud of you and 
has given up all other girls at your 
request. That within itself is almost proof 
that his love is budding, but you are 
freezing it out. He feels as though you 
are afraid to trust him. 

If men are real he-men, they like to 
be trusted by the weaker sex. If you 
handle Bob tactfully, he will in a short 
time be all you desire. 

If you love him the way you say you 
do, I don’t see how you can be so icy 
toward him. Read anyone’s life-story and 
you will find that when love came, it was 
expressed by no little amount of kissing; 
what’s more, the arm’s-length distance was 
shortened by a. mile. 

Your way of trying to win Bob might 
have won Bob’s grandfather, but not Bob, 
in this day and time. 

you show Bob you love him and 
trust him, and allow him the privilege of 
holding you in his arms, you can soon tell 
whether he is worth wasting your time on. 
You may decide to save yourself for a 
Prince Charming who will come some day ; 
you know things which sometimes seem 
farthest away are closest. Don’t worry 
over your age, for the very happiest of 
marriages are made in maturer years. 

Bob’s assertion about going elsewhere is 
not unnatural. Take a married couple, for 
instance. If either has lost his desire for 
affection, the other will shortly be look- 
ing elsewhere, no matter how wrong it is. 

Bob understands your morals, and how 
you feel about “petting,” and I'll bet down 
deep in his heart appreciates your attitude 
in that respect. 

Most men respect the high ideals of 
girls. Also, men never like easy conquest; 


they always want what they can’t get. 


And you certainly are not easy ‘conquest, 
and Bob won't ever forget it,‘ either. 

My last conclusion is this: he gave up 
all other girls for you. Isn’t that the 
proof his love is in the budding ? 

Win it before jit is too late, but tread 
cautiously. 

Yours truly, 
MRS. R. M. 
Mo. 


Second Prize Letter 


[Continued from page 57] 


miss a few joy ridés and road-house din- 
ners, kid, than find yourself discarded for 
a less pretty girl. Every girl wants fun 
and dance dates and’theater seats, but the 
response to that hungry-eyed passion that 
you saw in Bob is too big a price to pay. 

If a hope chest and vines over a bunga- 
low porch are part of your dreams, girlie, 
don’t act like your heart’s desire was to 
kick in the line of a gay revue. Men like 
the chorus dollies for playmates, but not 
for wives. Crawl into your barrel with 
that rough stuff if yous want to~-see the 
love light in your sweetie’s eyes. You 
can’t have everything. Don’t try to get a 
thrilling sheik and a lovely husband with 
the same bait. 

No, be- yourself, Betty, and don’t let 
Bob kid you into thinking that he can call 
the tune unless he tunes in with a proposal 
first. Believe me, if I were you, I'd tell 
him where he got off at! Don’t worry! 
Lots of fellows will fall hard for your 
line, if this one doesn’t. 

Yours for true happiness, 


Cleveland, O. 7 
[See page 126 for others] 


Sarcoxie, 


The lure of jazz_is yours 
with a rue-Tone 
Saxophone. Young folks are 
enamored by these tantal- 
This isthe izing tunes. They love 
Buescher syncopation. 
C Melody 
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Swinging Swaying 


Tantalizing Tunes 


If you want to be popular - if 
you want to be admired - fav- 
ored, get this wonderful instru- 
ment. At home, at parties, 
everywhere, you are always 
welcome with your 


SAX O PHONE 


You don’t have to ‘‘study” the Saxo- 
) as you do other instruments, 

ere’s no practice drudgery. Three 
lessons sent free give youa quick start. 


Easy To Play - Easy To Pay 
You can learnto play a Buescher. Don’t let any- 
one tell you that you can’t. If you canhuma 
tune, if you can beat time, you can leatn to play 
most any Buescher instrument. Andif you are 
““talented”’ or ‘‘gifted’’ you may become famous. 


Try It Six Days, FREE 


Try a Buescher, ~~ instrument you Choose, in 
ur own home. ix Days FREE. Surely this 
s a most liberal offer. It places you un no 
obligation. We take the risk. If you like the 
instrument and decide to keep it, pay a little 
each month. Play as yon Bar. Get the — 
of this wonderful plan ip the coupon belé 
Send it for the free literature. It’s your) rot 
step toward musical success. Send it t 4 


BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO. 
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960 Buescher Block Elkhart, Ind. 
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“Can I Reduce?” 


Ask Miss Crawford! 


Imagine taking off eighty-five pounds in four months! 
+ But this big reduction is not imaginary—Marjorie Craw- 
ford, 6710 Merrill Ave., Chicago, did it. 

She used Wallace reducing records to play off this huge 
excess of weight, and this is what she has to say of Wal- 
lace’s meth« 

“The day my weight reached 235 Ibs. I sent for the free 
trial record and put in one earnest week of daily use. It 
was novel and I enjoyed it, and lost eight pounds that first 
week. I used the movements faithfully, and nothing else. 
I didn’t take any medicine, I didn’t starve myself, either, 
and there was not one week that I failed to lose at least 
five pounds until I was down very close to what a woman 
of my height should weigh. My present weight is 150. 
You can be sure I’m going to keep it there.” 


Anybody Can Reduce by This 
Remarkable Method 


Thousands of women—men, too—have restored normal 
proportions in this way. Reducing 85 lbs. is unusual, but 
any number of women have played off thirty and forty 
pounds with these records. Many more have used them 
for lesser reductions. Such cases ordinarily take less than 
a month. If you weigh too much for comfort, health, or 
appearance’s sake, you owe yourself this relief. 


Free Proof to Anyone 


Send name and address now and your first week’s reduc- 
‘ng lesson, record and all, will come by return mail, pre- 
paid. Do not enclose any payment, don’t promise to pay 
anything; this free trial means free. 

You'll enjoy the use of this demonstration record. You'll 
commence to reduce the very first week. Let actual re- 
sults decide whether you want to continue! The coupon 
brings everything: 
WALLACE (579) 
630 S. Wabash Ave. Chicago 
Please send me FREE and POSTPAID for a week’s free 
trial the Original Wallace Reducing Record. 


Name... 


Address... 


Earn $50 to $75 aWeek 


Earn while you learn in spare time. 8 weeks 


Marcel, 


Pearl Bracelet 
This dainty flexible bracelet is made of unbreak- 
able Oriental pearls of delicate lustre. Fastens with 
sterling silver clasp. A charming gift to wear with 
arl necklace. Why not make 
of one, too, to wear with your own. No. 5145 $1.50 
Gift Guide full of thoughtful gifts for all 
the family and list of friends. Send fora 
free copy and use it to do pas Christmas 
shopping comfortably at home. 
The Pohlson Gift ep 
Pawtucket ode Island 


Dept. 60 


“Petting” Verdict 
Third Prize Letter 


Dear Betty: 

I have read your little story, “Shall I 
Pet?” I am not going to offer any 
solution to what are called Petting Par- 
ties; there is none. Since the beginning 
of time men and women have been a 
puzzle to one another. This case of 
Betty’s, however, is one altogether differ- 
ent, and should not be classed with every 
ordinary one. 

Betty, by maintaining her self-respect, 
has won the admiration of Bob, a fine 
chap. By not allowing hugging and kiss- 
ing, she has upheld the principle that “the 
unattainable is always the desirable,” and 
consequently Bob has come and come 
again. This bud of admiration is vainly 
trying to open and bloom into the flower 
of Love, and instead of Betty’s giving it 
the nourishment needed at this time in the 
form of an occasional hug and kiss, she 
allows this sweet bud to die. Can Bob be 
condemned for loving? He has tried to 
please Betty in the earlier stages, with 
flowers, candy, good times, et cetera. Now 
when he loves this girl she refuses to 
show her affection for him. Does she think 


the piece of tin placed on her finger in 
wedlock will make his love stronger, and 
her more sure of her catch? 

We girls are handicapped and cannot 
express our love for a fellow, no matter 
how strong it is, until he makes the neces- 
sary advances, but when the proper time 
comes, as in this case, and the fellow says 
he loves you and just wants a bit of affec- 
tion in return, why should.we not give 
vent to our feelings as well as he? 

All men, we know, are possessed of a 
fiery passionate nature, and when anyone 
tries to quench their thirst for love with 
a mere sweet word, which is all well and 
good in its place, but not at this time, she 
will find she is harming her own self. 

No, girls, I do not regard a kiss as a 
mere handshake, and am not free and easy 
going, but when I meet the fellow whom 
I think loves me, and whom I am sure 
that I love, I will be willing to gamble 
with a kiss and hug in a final attempt to 
win him. Am I right or wrong? 

Yours very truly, 


R. H. 
New York City. 


Fourth Prize Letter 


Dear Betty: 

Cheer up, Betty! You are neither a 
fool nor a martyr, but a very fortunate 
girl. For petting and necking are 
doomed! They have been over advertised. 
Any man knows the flavor of rouge and 
the delights of kiss-proof lipstick, mixed 
with stale tobacco and cheap gin. Any 
man worth his salt is fed up with that 
sort of thing. Once to caress a pretty 
girl was a novelty that piqued masculine 
curiosity. Nowadays, after dozens of ad- 
ventures in feminine response that have 
either been obtained with ease or actually 
forced upon him, any man worth knowing 
finds that sort of thing very dull. 

Men are the same creatures they have 
always been. They still have the instincts 
of those ancestors who gave them the gift 
of life. Like their early forebears, they 
love the’ chase and desire to capture elu- 
sive game. At first, the flapper with bells 
on her garters, her silver flask, and her 
cigarette between her too red _ lips 
caught the fancy of the adolescent youth. 
Young men have little judgment, but as 
they mature and develop into successful 
citizens, able to support wives, they be- 
come dissatisfied with over ripe fruit that 
falls too easily into their mouths. Strong 
men are not content with lips whose honey 
has all been gathered by earlier admirers. 
They want something different, something 
more lovely, a more fragrant flower than 
the wildflower of yesterday’s petting party 
that is wilting from careless handling. 


Now is the time for Betty and her type 
to enhance their feminine charms by fasci- 
nating elusiveness. They can capture 
men’s hearts on the rebound by displaying 
the same charms that their grandmothers 
wove about their grandfathers. The rose- 
bud is still the national flower that yields 
the biggest income to florists. The field 
and prairie wildflower is too cheap, too 
easily grown, to be in demand. 

Do not waste time worrying about the 
following a girl gets by making herself 
cheap, Betty. Men want to be able to 
distinguish their wives and mothers from 
chorus girls and declassée women on the 
streets. Manners and fashions change 
with each generation, but instincts still 
persist, and men will ever enjoy the wooing 
of elusive and lovely maidens who make 
the chase sufficiently difficult to be worth 
the donning of hunting clothes and the 
purchase of ammunition. 

Look about you, Betty, and pick out the 
girls who have recently been married to 
desirable men. Very few won them by 
displaying dimpled knees or offering 
painted lips. Men flock about these girls, 
but they rarely marry them and, when 
they do, a divorce is soon announced. 

No, the old, old line of “How wonderful 
you are, John!” murmured softly. by a 
maiden who has been captured after a 
long and troublesome chase, has led more 
men to the altar than petting will ever 

ch. M. K. W 


cat 
Cleveland, O. 


| 
Prize Winners for the June Letters of Criticism 


First Prize— $25.00 
Henry Janes, Orillia, Ont., Canada. 


Second Prize—$10.00 
Elizabeth J. Brown, Indiana, Penna. 


Third Prize—$5.00 
Mrs. Grayce Norton, Dallas, Tex. 


Have you written yours? Page 76 will tell you all about this contest. 
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V. 


I Can 
TeachYou 


Classic 


A 
Month 
Yes, my remarkable new method 
makes classic dancing ony, 
fascinating tolearn athome. Under 

ersonal direction, you learn danc- 
ing technique that few outside the great cities 
have ever had opportunity to master—and at @ 
mere fraction of the cost of studio pe 
The simple charts, clear photograph her! 
and phonograph records make this “Gelightf 
way to gain better health—greater beauty—slen- 
derness—increased poise and charm 


Complete Studio Outfit Free 


I — you, with your lessons, adainty practice 
costume,slippers ,phonograph records,andadancing 
bar—everything necessary for a practice studio is 
yourown home, all absolutely without extrac’ 
Writ g Whether you dream of a career asa 
e professional dancer, or wish todance 
for charm and grace, write today for full ——_ 
tion about my wonderful new home ins‘ 
method. No obligation. Write today! 
M. Sergei Marinoff School of Classic Sates 
Studio 20-67. 1924 Ave., Chic; 


AFTER TEN DAYS TRIAL 
$ FOR THIS LONG WEARING 
By Bears L. Cc. SMI ITH 


eat this we wo mde rful type in your Roane 
ce ld Send No Money. If you 

ne ts the best bay nuever male, 
your expressagent willrefund your$3deposit 


pe 
absolutely highe: 
—5 Year Gueran- 
Monthly Pa; 

FRE jourse of 
Tools, over, all 

to you now. Send today for New 

Offer and Booklet of valu- 
able typewriter information. 


Smith Ty Sales Corp. 
615-3601 Grand Av., Chicago 


SEND NO MONEY 


Genuine. F ull Cut Diamond 


No. 659 No. 6598 
6 Mo. to Pay 
Terms if Desired 
(Outside U.S. cash with order) 
14kt. White Gold 

Any initial (raised gold) or 
Eastern Star, Rebecca, Mason, 
Shrine, K of C emblem instead 
Black 0 of initial if desired. 

Send size of finger and initial 
desired and ring will be sent 


Thig <i Reg. Trade Mark for inspection. 
@uarantecs you genuine diamonds, _4sk For Free Catalog. 


Buffale soweley Mfg. Co., “ The Mail-Order House” 
Dept. 102 1 Washington St., Buffalo, N. Y. 


SUN | FRI | SAT 
How many POUNDS 
would you like to 
GAIN in aWEEK? 


IF you are thin, underweizht, or lack 
vigor and vitality, write today for a 
free trial package of the origiaal and 
genuine Alexander Vitamines, They 
quickly build weight and strength, 
and you can try them absolutely free, 
ALEXANDER VITAMINE LABORATORIES, 
2340 Westport Station, Kansas City, Mo. 
Any woman or girl, over 14, can easily learn MILLINERY 
durmg spare minutes in her own home, in 10 weeks, 


“Start a Millinery Shoppe” 
| 


Mail Coupon Today Sure“ 


MAKE 
$1200 to $5000 
A YEAR institute 
Why pay $15 ~ Dept. G-840 
for a $3 wt Rochester, N. Y. 
Fall © Send me your FREE 
Millinery Book contain. 


Hat? 7 sample lessons. 


Apron Strings 
[Continued from page 80] 


Why, she even discouraged the ambi- 
tions I had in my boyhood. How well do 
I remember the scoldings I would get 
when I indulged in my favorite hobby! 
I had an ardent desire to become a chem- 
ist, from the time I was ten years old. 
As a result I was always experimenting, 
which was the despair of Mother. At 
that time, she had the idea that I was 
destined to become a musician. That was 
the most absurd idea she ever had, and 
she ought to have seen it was futile. But 
it was six years before she gave up hope 
and decided I should follow in Father's 
footsteps and become a banker. 

All the time, I planned to become a 
chemist. Through my high school and 
college years I arranged my courses of 
study with this ambition in mind. 

When I got home from college, after 
my graduation, Mother began to discuss 
her ambitions. And she did not even 
bother to discuss them with me. 

I was féted with parties, and always at 
those affairs I was the subject of Mother's 
conversation. She never tired of telling 
her plans for my future to the boys and 
girls. But I certainly got tired of hearing 
her. All of the people I knew were mostly 
boyhood friends and they knew my ambi- 
tion was to become a chemist. 

I can forgive Mother for her interest 
in my career, but I can never forgive her 
for meddling with the affairs of my heart. 
Mother even had her ambitions of finding 
me a suitable mate to journey through life 
with. Her choice fell to little Mabel Hays 
who had been my sweetheart during high 
school days. 

I never really had any sentimental feel- 
ing for Mabel, and don’t believe she would 
ever have suffered any if she had not be- 
come my wife. 

It was one night after a party from 
which Mabel and I were coming home. 
We had stopped at Mabel’s gate and we 
both stood there as we had been wont to 
do in the old days. Before saying good- 
night I put my arms around Mabel and 
kissed her. She suddenly threw her arms 
around my neck and asked if I still loved 
her. This had been an old trick of her’s, 
and I replied as I always had before, 
never realizing what the reply really 
meant to Mabel. 


HY, Mabel,” I said, “you know I 

love you like the old friend you are.” 
And from that time on Mabel began to 
take me seriously. 

I don’t believe Mabel would ever have 
fallen in love with me if it had not been 
for Mother. I know I never thought of 
her as my wife. But it wasn’t long before 
everybody regarded Mabel and me as en- 
gaged. 

Since leaving college I had been work- 
ing at the bank for Father. But I decided 
to step out for myself in the career I had 
chosen. Consequently, I obtained a posi- 
tion as chief chemist in a sugar mill. At 
first, Mother was indignant, but when she 
found I was bound to follow my own 
path she let me accept the position, which 
was at a factory in a town not far from 
where we lived. But Mother did not give 
up her ambitions, as I was to learn later. 

I was greatly excited over my prospects, 
for at last I was going to do what I had 
always longed to do. I would look beyond 
the hills at life. Only a few miles sep- 
arated me from home, but I was engaged 
in what I planned to be my life work. 
I had journeyed beyond the first hill, and 
I meant to follow the trend of my long- 

ing—to journey far from my native land. 

I can never hope : explain that strange 


Dear Girls 


Ask me for this Shampoo 
By Edna Wallace Hopper 


eye offers to all girls and women a new- 
type shampoo. Accept this test, because 
I ask you to. It will change all your ideas 
on hair. 
This is how I found it: The greatest ex- 
perts in the world now seek my favor. For 
40 years I have been a famous beauty. And 
now, at a grandmother’s age, I typify per- 
ennial youth. The thousands who see me 
daily on the stage wonder at my youthful 
bloom. 


Now I am placing all these beauty helps at 
every woman’s call. All toilet counters 
supply them in my name. As a result, 
countless women now follow my advice. 


So experts all present me their superlative 
creations and ask me to adopt them. I get 
the best of new discoveries in this way. 


Last year some experts sent me a new-type 
shampoo. They said, ““We have spent over 
50 years in studying shampoos. We have 
made and tested 250 kinds. The kind we 
send you is the ultimate result. It com- 
bines the best 20 ingredients we have found 
for the hair and scalp. And it has two new 
factors which give the hair a glint—a 
wondrous added beauty.” 


I tried the shampoo. The quick results 
amazed me. My hair attained new glory. 
Then I asked the makers to send samples to 
1,000 women to gain their opinion. There 
came to me, as the result, an overwhelming 
demand for more. 


So I am convinced that every woman needs 
this glorious shampoo. I have added it to 
my line. All toilet counters supply it under 
the name Edna Wallace Hopper’s Fruity 
Shampoo. 


Let me show you what it does. See what 
new beauty comes at once to the hair. I 
will mail you a sample bottle and my Beauty 
Book if you send the coupon. Do this for 
your own sake. 


A Free Shampoo 


Edna Wallace Hopper, 946-SS 
536 Lake Shore Drive, Chicago. 


I want to try Fruity Shampoo. 
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the finest thing I have ever used to relieve 
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Reveals Marvelous Scientific Dis- 
eovery. Shows charts of human body, ex- 
| ry where pains start, how to banish them. Offe Free 

or a limited time only, to introduce **Wonder Mist.’’ 
Send for Free copy jay. 


Vi-REX CO., 211S. Peoria St., Dept. 718. Chicago, lll, 
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longing. All I know is that I wanted to 
go somewhere, anywhere. The desire to 
travel seems to be a trajt of human nature. 

My new position waS* not very impor- 
tant but it held wonderful opportunities. 
It was during the first years of the World 
War and many tempting‘offers were made 
to chemists. Among them were the offers 
from tropical sugar refineries. Here, at 
last, was the chance’ I was _ looking 
for, to satisfy that strange longing in 
my heart to go some place. And 
I made up my mind fo accept the first 
good offer that came my. way. 


WEEN I went home on a vacation I 
announced my intgntions. Of course, 
Mother expressed a good many reasons 
why I should not do -any such thing. I 
secretly vowed that nothing would stop 
me, never thinking Mother would stop at 
nothing to keep me home. 

Mother could not ynderstand why I 
wanted to go away, and ‘neither could any 
of my friends. Even’ Elmer North, my 
best friend, could not understand. 

Returning to my work, after my vaca- 
tion, I was in the midst of the prepara- 
tions for the coming campaign, when the 
factory would begin operations for making 
sugar. It was not long after my return 
when I was given a number of assistants. 
And it was at this time that I first met 
Margeret Monreal. Margeret, or Mar- 
guerita, as I always love to call her, was 
the daughter of a factory superintendent. 
She and her father had just lately come 
to the States from Cuba. Marguerita’s 
mother had died some years before, and 
Marguerita had inherited the mother’s 
Spanish beauty. Consequently, she was a 
very interesting woman to me. 

Marguerita Monreal came to the factory 
as my assistant in the chemistry labora- 
tory office. And it wasn’t long before we 
were good friends. Many were the happy 
hours we spent together. Our interest in 
each other was mutual. For the first time 
I had found someone who understood my 
desire to get beyond the hills. In fact, 
Marguerita felt the same urge as I. 

I will never forget how we used to 
walk home together. We were required 
to work long hours during the period the 
factory was in operation. So when we 
went home, after work, daylight would be 
just melting into darkness and the first dim 
stars sparkling forth. We would wa!k 
around lakes, through fields, and over 
fences. Hand in hand Marguerita and I 
would walk slowly homeward, both con- 
tented with life as it was. 

Marguerita often asked me to stay to 
supper, and I often stayed. After supper 
she and her father and I would sit in the 
parlor and visit. Our conversation was 
most always in Spanish, because, as Mar- 


|guerita said, “Spanish is a beautiful lan- 


guage. Besides,” she would say to me, 


\“you must not forget the Spanish you 


learned at college, for if you accept a posi- 
tion in the tropics you will need your 
knowledge of that language.” 

I had often told her of my desire to 
go to the tropics and she was very inter- 
ested and enthusiastic over all I would tell 
her. I can see her now as she would sit 
listening to my cherished ambitions. Her 
velvet black eyes looking into mine, her 
soft smiling lips always ready to answer 
—to tell me something of the romantic 
tropics that held such a fascination for 
me, and where she had lived so long. 

Throughout our association, our rela- 
tions kept growing from mere platonic 
friendship to love. We never expressed 
our love in words. That was not neces- 
sary, such was the harmony of our mutual 
understanding. A word or a look from 
Marguerita expressed more than the most 
eloquent speech, And the pressure of her 
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hand in mine thrilled me more than could 
the most passionate caress. 
Once only did I ever kiss -Margucrita, 


That kiss still sears my soul. It was a 
kiss of farewell, a kiss that to me was 
doom. And I had hoped that first kiss 
would turn life to paradise, but it has 
turned to gall. : 

As the end of the factory’s period of 
operation approached, I heard that Mar- 
guerita’s father had accepted an offer 
from a Cuban cane-sugar mill and was to 
leave directly after the local plant shut 
down. That very day Mr. Monreal came 
to me with a proposition that I made haste 
to accept. He wanted’ me to go to Cuba 
with him. I was glad of the chance to 
go on such a trip and -delighted at the 
thought of being with Marguerita, who 
of course would go with her father. 

That night I wrote a letter home telling 
my parents of Mr. Monreal’s proposition, 
which I had accepted. Of course, Mother 
sent me a letter filled with protest. And 
I dreaded going home for a visit before 
leaving for Cuba. I was tempted to stay 
away, but when Marguerita told me of her 
intended trip, to see a girl whom she 
knew in my town I changed my mind and 
decided to make a farewell trip home. 

So when I started for home Marguerita 
accompanied me. When we got off the 
train her friend was at the station to 
meet her. As no one knew-I was coming, 
there wasn’t anybody to meet me, and 
Marguerita’s friend insisted on taking me 
home in her car. 

I wanted Mother to meet Marguerita, 
so I asked the girls to stop a few mo- 
ments at my home. That was the first 
time Mother had ever heard of Marguerita, 
and from the first she did not like her. 
She often told me that Marguerita was 
not one of our set, and for no other reason 
than that, she did not like: her. 

The day after I got home, Mother began 
to voice her protests against my trip to 
Cuba. But I was resolute and would not 
listen to her. Nevertheless, she was. per- 
sistent and also wise. She saw that Mar- 
guerita was one reason why I wanted to 
go to Cuba. 

As for Marguerita, she became real 
popular during the short time she was in 
town.. Consequently, she was invited to all 
the social affairs about town. And _ she 
and I were together at most of the affairs. 


O* course, Mabel Hays was always at 
those parties and, fool that I was, I 
thought Mabel must have got over her 
sentimental feeling for me, during the 
time I had been away. 

Mother saw that those rumors reached 
Marguerita’s ears, and pointed out to her 
that I must really love Mabel—that if it 
were not. for my foolish desire to go to 
Cuba, Mabel and I would have been mar- 
ried long before. What was poor. Mar- 
guerita to think when she had every rea- 
son to believe that I loved Mabel? 

Mother managed to enlist . Margue- 
rita’s sympathy. And, therefore, Margue- 
rita tried to persuade me not to go to 
Cuba. That was a hard blow to me, be- 
cause I thought she had fost interest in 
me and did not want me to go for that 
reason. 

I would have gone, in spite of all that 
was done to stop me, if it-had not been 
for the last card Mother played. As I 
can never be sure whether Mother truly 
played that card by accident, I am always 
damned by the torturing idea that it was 
planned—deliberately planned—and carried 
out in spite of the risk involved. 

It was the day Marguerita went home 
to prepare for the trip to Cuba. I took 
her to the train in my car. We rode to 
the depot in silence. And in silence we 
stood on the station platform. while the 
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| Cuba.” 


| suit of ambition. 


Marguerita turned 
to say good- by; she held out her hand, and 
I took it in both of mine. 

“Good-by,” she said; “I hope I have con- 
vinced you that it is best you do not go to 


train came to a stop. 


I only shook my head and, pressing her 
hand in both of mine, was about to tell 
her just why I wanted to go to Cuba. 
Suddenly _a_ hand gripped my arm and, 
turning, I found my Father at my side. 
His face was white as ivory and he was 
trembling like a leaf. 


Y God, boy!” 
“Come quick! 
hurt in an accident.” 
I stood rooted to the ground. Margue- 
rita cried out to me to hurry and go. 
“You won't be able to go to Cuba now,” 
she said, a note of gladness in her voice. 
Good-by! The feeling of horror swept 
suddenly into almost a panic. Not panic 
over the news of my Mother’s accident. 
Panic over the realization that I could not 
go to Cuba! Panic over the thought of 
never seeing Marguerita again! I would 
never look into the velvet blackness of 
those eyes; never see the smile of those 
tender lips; never look at the beloved 
figure again. I bent suddenly and swept 
her into a swift embrace, pressed my 
cheek against the soft rose of her’s. A 
quick half-fearful kiss, and she was gone. 
Father was dragging me toward the car. 
Those long weeks after Mother’s acci- 


he cried hoarsely. 
Mother has just been 


dent are only a hazy memory. It was 
hell to live through those long days. I 
was indifferent to everything about me. 
Everybody thought that it was because of 
my mother’s condition that I was so pecu- 
liar of late. For Mother was in a se- 
rious condition for a long time. ' 

How the accident had happened no one 
ever knew. Mother had gone out alone 
with Father’s car, and a few hours later 
the car was found in a ditch a couple of 
miles from town and Mother was under- 
neath the car, unconscious. As a result of 
that accident, Mother is an invalid today. 

For weeks, in her delirium, the only one 
who could quiet her was little Mabel Hays, 
who came to stay at our house during 
Mother’s illness. 

It became evident to me that due to 
Mother's illness, I would be unable to re- 
turn to my work as chemist. This filled me 
with dread. Here I had lost my love, lost 
all hope of going to the tropics, and now 
I was threatened with the thought of 
losing the ambition of my life. 

So one day, in a fit of desperation and 
loneliness, I asked Mabel to be my wife. 
She accepted me and we were married, to 
the delight of Mother, who was slowly 
recovering. 

I thought that by this means I would 
be able to continue my work and gain a 
certain measure of happiness in the pur- 
For with Mabel at home 
to care for Mother, I would be able to 
go on as before. 


OR five years I have been happy in my 

work. But now, even that happiness is 
to be denied me. Father died not long 
ago, and Mabel and Mother are now alone 
at home. As I have advanced to super- 
vising chemist and bid fair to become con- 
sulting engineer, I am away from home 
a good deal. 

Nothing will do for Mother but that I 
come home and take over Father’s af- 
fairs. I would have to give up my job. 

What am I to do? I am tempted to 
throw up everything and get beyond these 
hills that surround me, as I have always 
longed to do. 

But I know I can never do that. I 
must continue to be the son a mother has 


loved too well. 
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time and I know he can handle big- 
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“He studies those I.C.S. text- 
books every chance he gets, and I 
want to tell you it has made him a 
valuable man for this business. 

“I'm going to raise his salary and 
give him “hat new job we were talk- 
ing abo-t. I wish we had more men 
like him.” 
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In Navajo Land 


[Continued from page 28] 


at once. I don't 
know. 

I made no answer. 

Finally Shorb craftily changed his tac- 
tics. Possibly he hoped to placate and 
outwit me. Maybe he realized he had gone 
too far with his threats of force. 

“All right, gal, we won't shay anythin’ 
more ‘bout it t'’night, but in the mornin’ 
you be ready to travel. T’morrow we gits 
married fer sure.” 

He sat down heavily on the doorstep. 

Inside, too frightened to either plan or 
act, I scarce moved. 

Whatever liquor Shorb had obtained 
must have been extremely potent, for his 
head soon began to nod. With the coming 
of darkness he could no longer resist. He 
| arose unsteadily to his feet. 

"Member, gal,” he called thickly, “you 
|be ready in the mornin’.”. And then as a 
surly afterthought, “Dam’ ya!” 


How long he stood there, I 


H* STAGGERED away in the direc- 
tion of the dilapidated shack in which 
| Daddy had housed his burros during the 
| infrequent spells of bad weather. 

Neither daring to stay nor to run, I lay 
| fully clothed across my bed, waiting— 
just waiting. I no longer even hoped. 

How long I lay there I do not know. 
I had fallen into a half doze. With a 
start I was vividly awake, aware that 
some strange, wild sound had pierced my 
drowsiness. 

Again it came, and this time, the last 
vestige of sleep fled from my brain, I 
heard it clearly. It was a sound to chill 
the blood. Shrill, yet descending to hoarse 
raspings, agonizing, terrible, it rose and 
fell on the stillness of the desert air, a 
cry to make the heart pound and the scalp 
bristle—the cry of a human being in mor- 
tal pain, a cry that by its very tone said 
that the human body was being tortured 
beyond the limit of human endurance, and 
from which neither will nor muscle held 
the power of escape. 

Again it came. And again. 
and again. 

It was an hour before the terrorizing 
cries finally ceased. In that time I ran the 
whole gamut of human emotions. When 
morning came, after an eternity of waiting, 
I was completely worn out. 

The sun was over the horizon when a 
light tap sounded on the door. 

“Who is it?” I asked anxiously. 

“Tombega,” came the impassive an- 
swer. 

I loosed the door with a rush of relief. 
| The old Indian motioned me to follow. 
“You come,” he said, and led the way to 
the old burro shack. 


And again 


aside for me to enter, not speaking until—~— 

“You see,” he stated. 

On the earthen floor, wrapped in a 
blanket, lay Dave Shorb. On his face was 
stamped a look that told how he had suf- 
fered horribly, hellishly. 

In spite of myself I experienced a feel- 
ing ot intense relief, almost of joy. I 
knew that I should be sorry that a fellow 
being had gone through such agony, and 
was now lying in a state of depression and 
fear, but | found myself unable to gather 
up any threads of pity. Yesterday was 
yet too vivid. I could only be glad that 
I was safe for a while longer. 

Tombega stepped over and drew back 
Shorb’s blanket. Instantly three or four 
glossy black spiders scuttled for shelter. 

And then I understood, for they were 
Black Widows. I knew then how Dave 
Shorb had suffered, and shuddered. 
Was I to blame for this? I went back 
to the shack, hoping that the bites would 
not prove fatal, and yet— 

The silence was suddenly broken by the 
beat of horse’s hoofs and a joyous hail 
from outside. With a glad little cry I 
was outside, for I knew that voice. 

A tall, sunburnt young rider had scarce 
swung himself from the saddle before | 
had flung myself into his arms in a whirl- 
wind of sobs and joyous cries 

“Oh, Charlie, Charlie, please take me 
away!” I sobbed. “Please! Please!” 

He folded me into his arms and soothed 
me in a way that men have known since 
the world was young. 

“Take you away?” he came back, laugh- 
ing. “Well, I should say I would. That's 
what I came for as soon as I heard. And 
what's more I'm going to keep you—for- 
ever !” 


HARLIE FORESTER is a mining en- 

gineer and he makes many trips into 
the desert each year. It was after the 
last one a few weeks ago that he brought 
me news of the passing of old Tombega. 
Always the old Indian has inquired about 
me and I have always taken a keen interest 
in his welfare. 

I had always felt that he had something 
to do with helping me get away trom Dave 
Shorb, and after his death my husband 
told me the truth abcut that night. 

Old Tombega had waited until Shorb 
lay in a drunken stupor and then he had 
taken the Black Widows to the burro 
shack, pulled back Shorb’s blanket, placed 
the spiders on his breast and half crushed 
them against his body as he replaced the 
blanket. The Black Widows had done the 
rest, so far as I was concerned, and by 
the time Shorb had come back to his 
senses, I was on my way out. 


| | 


The Man Who Stayed Lost 


[Continued from page 49] 


| 
| He pushed the door open and_ stood 
| 


the only sort of happiness they could 
understand !" 
“Beautiful?” 
I laughed. 
| “Don’t appeal to you, eh? I can’t get 
excited over them, myself. Now turn in. 
Tomorrow is going to be hell for us 
both. Mirage, you know!” 
“Pall!” 
| “What?” 
| “It isn’t the law I’m running from!” 
| “I'm not asking a thing!” I muttered, 
hastily. 
| “I know. But 
| women !” 
‘Good-night !” 
‘you can!” 


it was pity—and— 
I snapped. if 
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But a glance at him in the morning 
showed me that he had had very little, 
if any, sleep. I had slept badly myself. 
Chan and Li understood; they had seen 
me when the “desert madness” came 
on me. They bossed the men about, and 
we were off again, creaking, swearing, 
jangling, and the eternal, plod-plod ot 
hoofs. My eyes stayed glued to my 
pony’s ears, drooping and twitching in 
the heat. But Dick began to rave again, 
of Vermont, of Massachusetts, of apple 


orchards, farms, meadows, and_ honey- 
moons. I let him rave, taking the single 
precaution of beckoning to Chan and 


w'i-rering for him to keep his eye on 
Dick. 
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14-KT.SOLID WHITE GOLD 
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YUM 


Dimples can be developed. 
& Dolly Dimpler has proved it, 
\ Plain girls have been 

amazed at the beauty 
dimples bring to them. 
Pretty girls have ac- 
quired a new mysterious 
charm. Older women 
have regained the fasci- 
nation youth. Yet 
everyone may have dim- 
ples now by using the 


DOLLY DIMPLER_ 


a simple, 
duces fascinating dimples quickly. 


harmless, easily-used device that pro- 
New I 
invented by_a woman—patents pending. 


positive. Recommended by acial specialists, 
Testimonials from girls and women everywhere. 
Sold only direct to users. Complete outfit, 
including full instructions, mailed sealed 
in a plain wrapper, for only $1.00 
or send C€.0.D. for $1.25. 
Print your name and ad- 
dress plainly on coupon, 

closed find for 


En 
which 
plete — 


Name... 


MUSIC LESSONS FREE 


expense about 


AMERICAR SCHOOL of Lakeside Bide. CHICAGO 


Be aNurse 
Massaf¢ist.etc. 


Men and Women earn $30—$75 a week. 
Earn while you learn a’ 


Noexperience necessary . Authorize 

Get FREE Health Specialist BOOK, now. 

Established SEYL INSTITUTE 
S0vears Dept. 44J+ 1000 Diversey Blvd.,C 


FREE FOLDER TO WOMEN 

The lips make or mar the face. If you 
value a beautiful mouth, let us tell you 
about “‘Cloree’’ for reducing thick, protrud 
ing lips, making them shapely and adding 
beauty to the mouth. No plasters, rollers 
or cutting; just a harmless, painless lotion. 
Begin using “‘Cloree’’ today and watch re- 
sults. Particulars free. Send today. 

CLOREE OF NEW YORK 
25 West 42nd Street (Dept. 619) NEW YORK 


Folin Love 
With Words) 


Words have amazing powers. The world 
offers its treasures of money, power, and 
position to the skilful users of them. There 
are words for every occasion—words that 
thunder commands; words bristling with 
compelling force; words of zephyr-like deli- 
cacy; words of inspiration; words of romance; 
words to bend men’s minds to your will; 
words to express every shade of meaning. 

Through a justly famous easy method of 
spare-time study at home you may make 
words the playthings of your moods, the tools 
of your necessities. You can learn how to 
weave them into stories that sell; advertise- 
ments that convince; letters that win. 


GET THE FREE BOOKLET 


“How to Become a Master of English” 
tells you all about the Kleiser Practical 
English Course which is endorsed by famous 
writers as Booth Tarkington, Irvin S. Cobb, 
Mary Roberts Rinehart. Ask for it on a 
postcard, or write your name in margin and 
return this advertisement, and the book will 
come to you by mail, free of charge. No 
agents will call. 


Funk & Wagnalls Company, Dept. 861 New York 


That night we camped at the well. 
Water! Lord, how sweet it tasted! Dick 
and I had a real bath—a waste of water, 
but we could afford it, we felt. 

Dick started for a little walk. One of the 
women, the gray-eyed one, came out of 
the women’s tent, a water jug over her 
shoulder. She walked in front of him, 
throwing a slow look over her shoulder 
at him. Suddenly Dick grew rigid. Then 
a hoarse cry escaped him, and he began 
to run, tripping and stumbling to where 
I was. 

“Bill, Bill!” he gasped, and grasped my 
arm. “It’s Mary! Mary!’ 

I stared at him. Two thoughts jumbled 
in my head; he was crazy, or else—it 
might really be her. Queer things hap- 
pen. But then he gasped out: 

“But it can’t be! Bill! It can’t be! 
She’s dead!” 

“Dead !” 

“Pneumonia! One day my wife, her 
eyes full of promise of the long years to 
live and love, then the awful coughing 
and the awful, laboring breaths—then— 
cold, cold clay!” 

gave him another drink. He needed 


it. 

“But that girl—Bill! She’s the living 
image of Mary! The gray eyes, the mouth 
with its quirk at the corners, the sharp 
little nose, the—the—even the little, swag- 
gering walk. Bill—do you believe in—in— 
reincarnation ?” 

“IT don’t know, Dick!” and I fell to 
wondering. Then I said, “Why not take 
her for yourself?” 

“T—I don’t know!” he gasped, and his 
head sank into his arms, shudders racking 
his tired body, shudders of conflicting im- 
pulses. 

“Give her to me!” he gasped, suddenly. 

“Take her!” I said, pityingly. 

He sprang up and raced for the women’s 
tent, and I sat down and took a drink 
myself. 


HEN I walked slowly back. But near- 

ing my tent, I began a quick striding. 
For there was crazy, moaning laughter 
floating in the fiery air. The men were 
huddled by their own tents, staring. Even 
Li and Chan had left their tents to stand 
near the men, also staring towards the 
tent Dick and I had used. 

I swept the flap back and— 

Dick was sitting on the floor, drinking 
raw rum and laughing—oh! That laugh- 
ter! The awful laughter of those who 
are too terribly sane; who see too clearly! 

“Bill!” he cried. “Bill, what an ass I’ve 
been! I thought that damned slave girl 
was—was like my wife! Ho! Ha! Ho! 
Have a drink, Bill? I went to her, and 
—Ho! What a fool! She held out her 
arms to me, and I took her in my arms— 
Ha!—and—she spol.e, Bill, she spoke to 
me! <A damned slithering Eastern word, 
meaning something or other—and all the 
mirages inside of me—the mirages inside 


of me, Bill!—they all tumbled down. Bill, 
Bill! What a fool I’ve been—” 
My hand swept the bottle away. I 


other hand on his back. 

“Mirage!” I roared in his ear. “Just 
mirage, old man! Forget it!” 

He caught my other hand. “Just mi- 
rage!’ he said, very quietly, and then our 
eyes met. In his eyes was the very great 
pain of the man who knows life has no 
happiness for him, whatever else the 
years may hold. The wisdom that can 
see all life with stark clearness was his. 
Then I wrenched away, unable to go on 
looking. 

“My gun—” he said, drearily. “I dropped 
it some place.” Silently I gave him my 
and, because he wished it, I shook 


slammed my 


own, 
his hand and mumbled, “Best of luck, 
Dick. I—I hope she’s waiting—!” 
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Let Me Give You 
3 Stylish Dresses 


a 


Sun and 
Tub Fast 


Sizes: 
32 to 44 


(Misses Sizes 
in 16, 18,20 
and 22.) 


Not only do my representatives get 
the three beautiful dresses pictured 
above, they also make big money in 
spare or full time. 

If you would like to make money in 
your own home neighborhood, or are 
dissatisfied with your present earnings. 
I am sure that you can make from $50 
to $100 a week acting as my repre- 
sentative. 


No Capital or Experience 
Necessary 


There is really no selling, collecting 
or delivering to do in acting as repre- 
sentative for the Carol Lee line of 
practical, yet stylish house, porch and 
street dresses. 

All you need do is show neighbors 
and friends the beautiful styles, and 
good sun and tub fast materials and 
tell me what they want. I deliver and 
collect, and pay you every week. So 
you see no experience or capital is 
necessary. 

This is really a big opportunity for 
both men and women as I want only 
one representative in each locality. 

If you want to make some real money, 
and get into a business of your own, 
just put your name and address on the 
coupon below or a postcard will do and 
I'll tell you all about it. No obligation. 
Write me. 


CAROL LEE 
1803 Gateway Station, Kansas City, Mo. 


CAROL LEE 
1803 Gateway Sta., Kansas City, Mo. 
Without obligation explain your plan of 
giving the three dresses pictured and 
paying big money weekly for part or full 
time acting as your representative. 
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FAT PEOPLE! 


HERE IS SOMETHING REAL 


A New Discovery! 
A PLEASANT REDUCING CHEWING GUM 


which safely takes off fat at the 
rate of several pounds a week. 
Nothing to take Internally— 
No Diets—Dangerous Drugs— 
Exercises. 


“‘Silph’’ gives lasting re- 
lief from excess FAT— 
brings back your figure 
to youthful slenderness. 


Through a most marvelous recent discovery 
scientists have been able to incorporate the extract 
of sea plants known for years as wonderful reducors 
into a delicious, refreshing chewing gum called ‘*Silph’’ 

Doctors——-medical authorities and grateful users, 
who had been burdened with obesity for years, are 
amazed at the quick and astonishing results produccd 
by “‘Silph’’ in most obstinate cases where everything 
else seemed to have failed. 

The above picture of Mrs. N. of Brooklyn shows 
you what Silph Reducing Gum has done for a woman 
who had been overburdened with fat for years and 
normal weight, All she did was to chew Silph Reducing Gum for a few 
the same already hundreds are reducing with Silph every day. 

The moment you start chewing Si!ph you feel a wonderful change in your system—-stomach and intestinal 
troubles vanist no more pains or aches—through the flow of saliva mixed with the gastric juices and these 
extract of sea plants, Silph eliminates from your system certain elements which causes for FAT 
and you will be amazed how easily and quickly you can lose all excess weight. 

Silph is not a drug, nor a laxative, but a pleasant reducer in candy form. What could be more pleasant 
than to chew two or three pieces of gum a day and know that your excess fat is gradually and surely going 
for good? 

Silph not only appeals to people already overburdened with excess fat, but for those who have a tendency 
to obesity, it is a wonderful way to prevent FAT to accumulate on the figure—it is harmless and recognized 
as a wonderful tonic—recommended to men, women and children not only for reducing, but to do away with 
all wern out, tired feeling If you are suffering from excess fat you should today get a package of SILPH 
Reducing Gum which sells for 50 That is enough for one week or you can send in a dollar bill and get 
a full two weeks supply which is a sufficient amount to see wonderful results. If your druggist cannot 
get it for you send direct to the Silph Medical Say any, Dept. 7, 9 West 60th St., New York City. Silph 
is also recommended for stomach troubles BEWARE of the imitations which are bound to spring up— 
Remember that to “CHEW SILPH IS TO BE BY LPH- LIKE,"’ that’s New York's latest slogan. 

Ask for Silph which is the original and genuine Reducing Gum. 


years. Today she is back to her 
weeks and here is the result. You can do 


Guaranteed for 1 year. “It makes Carbon 


SELLS om $1.25. Agent’s Sample 65! Making $20.00 Duly 


New Self- Filling Bamboo Fountain Pen with Stylo Point ; 


Money refunded if you don’t think it’s the best pen you ever wrote with, Just out. Comes in beautiful brown trimmed in 
black. Send for wholesale quantity price list and distributing plans. F. SPORS & CO.. 6733 Main St., Lesueur Center, 


YOU WANT THIS 


MEN 18 TO 45 eninge 


N.Y. 


BECOME MAIL CARRIERS AND POSTOFFICE CLERKS Send me, _ without 


. (1) Your eccpy- 

1700 TO 00 YEAR @ righted Civil Service Book. 

$ $21 of 2) Tell me how to get a 

#@ position as Mail Carrier or Post- 

of Clerk at $1700 to $2100 a year 

Steady work. Paid vacation. Commoneduca- Send free sample examination 
. > # coaching. 

tion sufficient. Pull unnecessary. of 


‘YO U HAVE A BEAUTIFUL FACE 
BUT YOUR NOSE ? 
A NEW, SCIENTIFIC, PAINLESS METHOD OF CORRECTING ILL-SHAPED NOSES 


In this day ard age attention to your appearance is an absolute necessity 
if you expect to make the most out of life. Not only should you wish to appear 
as attractive as possible for your own self-satisfaction, which is alone well 
worth your efforts, but you will find the world in general judging you greatly, if 
not wholly, by your ‘‘looks’’; therefore it pays to “look your best” at al 
times. ,Permit no one to see you looking otherwise. it will injure your 
welfare! Upon the impression you constantly make rests the failure or success 
of your life. W hich is to be your ultimate destiny? My new Nose-Shaper, 

‘TRADOS Model corrects now all ill-shaped noses without operation, 
quickly, safely and permanently. It is the only adjustable, nose shaper 
appliance and is a safe and guars anteed patent device that will actually give you 
a perfect looking nose. It is pleasant and does not interfere with one's occupa- 
tion, being worn at night. Over 90,000 satisfied users. Recommended by 
physicians. Children’s sizes. 


Write for testimonials and free booklet, which tells you how to obtain a perfect 
looking nose. 


Dept. 2428, 


M. TRILETY, Pioneer Noseshaping Specialist, Binghamton, N. Y. 
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My Little World 


[Continued from page 56] 
couldn’t get enough workmen in from outr- 
side to turn out the enormous war orders 
that came to him. And even Larry 
couldn't spend the enormous profits that he 
made. 

It was in the summer of 1916, too, that 
Doris first organized the Granville Players 
and made Larry build her a little theatre 
down in the center of town where she di- 
rected and staged three amateur shows 
during her summer vacation. 

Most of Granville had never seen any- 
thing but hackneyed moving pictures and 
cheap minstrel shows conducted from the 
back of medicine wagons that occasionally 
came to town. The whole country came to 
see Doris’ shows, and people were saying, 
“That Mason kid is a right smart little 
skit !” 

3ut when Doris announced that she ex- 
pected to be an actress, the whole town 
gasped. Heads grown grey since the) 
sneered at me, nodded knowingly. “See! 
It's the blood of that Byron Chase and 
Blanche comin’ out in her. Larry had 
better put his foot down firm, or there is 
no tellin’ where she'll end.” 

The early part of the next year Giles 
Mason “came down” with a bad case of 
pneumonia and died within five days. That 
threw the greater part of the Mason in- 
terests on Larry’s hands and he had to 
stay at home and grind out harness while 
his heart and soul were with his old com- 
rades of the Spanish war who responded 
to the call when America entered “the 
war.’ 


ORIS couldn't understand at first why 

a little thing like a world war should 
interfere with her dramatic career. But after 
I promised her a year at the Sargent School 
in New York after the war, she buckled 
down and worked even harder than I. 

During the year Doris spent at the 
Sargent School, Larry and I lived in 
Philadelphia where he had established the 
main office of his harness business. It had 
grown to such proportions that he had 
erected a large factory there where he 
would not be confronted with the trans- 
portation and labor troubles that were ever 
present in Granville. 

Somehow or other, Larry and I had 
seemed to grow out of Granville along 
with the children. And, like every small 
town that loses its leading citizen for 
bigger and broader fields, Granville sniffed 
among themselves because they imagined 
we thought ourselves above them. But to 
the outside world they boasted of Larry 
Mason, “one of the biggest men in the 
leather business, born and lived all his life 
right here in Granville.” 

At the end of her school year Doris 
came to Philadelphia, and without con- 
sulting anyone, went to the manager of 
a stock company and secured an engage- 
ment as ingenue for the summer season. 

How I hated to see her growing up, 
facing the terrible problems that life would 
hold for her! And especially trying to 
fight her way up through a profession that 
to my way of believing was a_heart- 
breaking and difficult thing. 

For the first time in his life, Larry 
seemed to regard Doris as other than his 
daughter. And when she finally won his 
consent to become a professional actress, 
it was only with the provision that she 
adopt another name. So, on the billboards 
in front of the theatre that summer we 
saw Doris’ picture, underneath which was 
Doris Manwille. 

But even Larry couldn’t help taking her 
in his arms and telling her how proud he 
was of her when he saw her play for the 

[Turn to page 134] 
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with this NEW Wap of Reducing!) 


Gxperience are Amaged 


more ¢€ 


HE news you have been waiting 

for! An amazing new way to re- 

duce at the rate of a pound a day, 
without one moment of inconvenience! 
A way to attain a slim, youthful figure, 
in a pleasant, easy and natural manner. 
That seems almost too good to be true, 
yet Mme. Arral herself and thousands 
of others have attained absolute slender- 
ness through this new method. Before 
discovering the surprising secret, Mme. 
Arral had tried obesity bath powders, 
rolling, padding, exercise, diets and pur- 
gatives—she answered every obesity 
cure advertisement she saw, but the 
only result she obtained was a gain in 
weight. She was almost distracted in 
her efforts. 


Mme. Arral Discovers Miracle 
On Isle of Java 


Then, when she was about to give up in 
despair, she made a visit to the pic- 
turesque Isle of Java. All she sought 
was a rest for her nerves, but there she 
met an old Javanese priest, noted for the 
miracles he performed on the beautiful 
avanese women. In 30 days he had 
reduced Mme. Arral 34 lbs. She was 
reinvigorated with fresh youth, new 
health and _ revitalized nerves. But 
Mme. Arral lingered on the Isle, reluc- 
tant to leave without the Javanese 
priest’s secret. How she finally ob- 
tained it, and under what curious con- 
ditions, make one of the most astonish- 
ing true stories of modern times. 


If you are overweight generally, if you 
have excess flesh on any part of your 
body, if you have tried all other methods 
without obtaining results, you will 

vitally interested in a private paper 
Mme. Arral has prepared for you. It 
doesn’t cost you anything outside the 
postage and wrapping—in all four cents. 


Blanche Arral, Inc., 500 Fifth Ave., Dept.260-E, New York City #4 


on the Foo ds You Fat / 


What means are the women of fashion to- 
day employing in reducing to attractive 
slenderness? Smart women are seen every- 
where and are universally identified with a 
shapely and graceful body. How do they 
attain this perfection of form? Do you 
know their secret? 


LANCHE ARRAL, renowned operastar, dis- 
covered this guarded secret at a time when 
her own excess flesh endangered her oper- 

» atic career. Madame Arral was thirty-four 
pounds overweight, and the excess flesh 
forced her to suspend, for a time, the play- 

ing of her most famous role, that of the graceful we 
men.” Newspaper critics commented on her “‘fat,”’ 

did many of her friends. At last this fact was clear to 
Mme. Arral: she would have to rid herself of excess 
weight, or sacrifice her stage career. It may have been 
good fortune—it may have been strategy, but Mme. 

Arral finally discovered this amazing secret. 


Here at Last is a Wonderful NewWay 

for You to Reduce Quickly and Easily- 

Without Exercise, Drugs or Appliances- 
And Without a Single Restriction 


These Are Typical of the SendNow 
“Thousands Receive hr this ‘Astounding 


—I want to state that be I can lonmer 
id and m y figure re is Dow I 
st 2 can be called’ delicate. Iam 
2 you. very much obliged to you for your . 
ient, , nd advice to me. Yours sin- 


time ai 
well when I get too thin. ing cerely, ¢ 
ly, S. P., Cleveland, Ohio. 


It contains many vital facts 
about reducing of whic 
you have never dreamed. 
You needn't be fat— 
needn't be burdened 
even with excess flesh 
you needn't 
starve or weaken 
yourself _ in reduc- 


Mrs. F. D., Brie, Pa. 


Dear Madame Arral:—It is scarcely 
believable, but T have lost nearly 100 
Your thinner than you reat 
ment surely is won erful nking 
I feel as thou you with my heart. Yours truly, 
duced my fle sh, but it has helped me Mrs. M. B., Menasha, Wis. 


¥ ge neral health is 
Dear Madame: —I received your 
treatment and have lost 18 pounds, 
which is all want to lose. lam 
ence with you. I want tot feeling fe. ours truly, 


pen, Welle. Katie B. P., Kirby, Ohio 


4 coupon now 
you have done for me. Yours truly, 


a and get your 
copy. 


idee Dear Friend:—I have taken half the 
Clare L. N., Bridge and have lost 30 Ibs. My 
friend, whose name you will find en- 


Dear Friend:—I want to thank you Fa ete Fore BLANCHE ARRAL, Inc., Dept. 268E 
500 Fifth Ave., New York City. 


G. J., Flagler, Colo. 


Please send your booklet “My Secret of Self-Re- 
bre al It is understood that this incurs no obligation 
But you will find it worth its weight in gold. This great discovery To ee 
reads like a romance, giving you the secret of how fashion- 
able women of today reduce to slender, beautiful lines—and 
how they keep their bodies permanently free of excess flesh. 
It will prove a revelation te you—for it divulges a simple, 
easy method, a natural method of reducing, of which you / MOM stekcdedsdesbesnccesciocesinéestgeoessecaaeeese 
never have heard. The supply is limited, so do not run 
the risk ‘= missing jee cony. Mail the coupon at 
once, and Mme. Arral’s private story will be sent you / 
by return mail. 
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Brings your Choice 


it in an envelope with 
address and Malt RT 

f these exceptional values 
Prepaid for a 15 Oay Trial. 
cate your 


A 10 hand - 


Price 
$1.00 Down; $3.65 a Month 
All Rectangular style 14K 
Sotid White Gold Wrist 
Watch set with 4 Genuine, bril 
liant, Blue-white Diamonds. 4 
blue sapphires. Guaranteed 
16 Jeweled Movem 


$1 Down 
A12 alee 17 jewel 
ed Elgi 


Guaranteed 25% Saving 


Simply pin a dollar bill to this ad, put 


lay. Your choice 
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My Little World 


[Continued- from page 132] 


first time and realized that she possessed 
remarkable talent. 

I can picture her now at her first appear- 
ance. A blue-eyed, pink and white dream 
of loveliness that might have stepped from 
an old-fashioned portrait of fifty years 
ago, filled with the joy of life, credulous 
and sincere beyond belief. 

But I could also see little gestures and 
mannerisms that were characteristic of 
Byron, and I prayed that she had not in- 
herited any of his weakness. 

During that summer Donald Gates, a 
boy from Granville who was a student at 
the University of Pennsylvania, stayed in 
Philadelphia to be near Doris. They had 
been sweethearts and playmates together 
from the time they were babies, and I 
hoped that nothing would ever come be- 
tween them or turn aside their resolve to 
go through life together. 

It was pitiful to see Donald follow her 
about, pleading with her to give up “her 
career” and marry him. He was only 
twenty-two, but Larry had promised him a 
good position when he and Doris were 
married. 

I think Donald had almost convinced 
her when a manager offered her an en- 
gagement as a leading lady in a road com- 
pany of a New York success. That pulled 
the foundation from under all Donald’s 
arguments as completely as a cloud burst 
washes away a bridge. 

And I resolved to let her take her own 
course, remembering what the interference 
of others had done to me when I was her 
age. How Donald worried and worried 
about her after she had gone! He would 
talk to me for hours, refusing to become 
interested in any topic of conversation but 
Doris. 

Every time he would get a letter from 
Doris he would rush up and read it to me, 
and I would read mine to him. Such 
funny, quaint, serious little letters they 
were. 


FO® eight months Doris toured the 
country in that one show and about the 
time she was considering her resignation 
she had the bit of luck that she had been 
waiting for. A _ special delivery Ttetter 
read: 


Oh, Mother, dearest: 

At last someone has noticed me! 
excited that I can hardly write! 

Last night we played in Richmond, and 
it just happened that Raymond Harmon, 
you know who he is, came to see us. And 
after the performance he sent back his 


I’m so 


| card and came back to see me, and what 
| do you suppose? 


He offered me a chance to play the lead 
in his new show next season! Yes, sir, 
right plunk ‘when he came back he said, 
“Miss Manville, I’ve enjoyed your per- 
formance very much, and if you will con- 
sider it”’—imagine!—“I want you to be my 
leading lady in the play I will be starred in 
next fall.” 

I stuttered and stammered for over a 
minute before I could thank him and say 
yes. 
, He wants me to come out to his home 
on Long Island and spend the month of 
July with him and his wife so that we 
can study and rehearse the parts be fore 
the reqular rehearsals begin. Oh, please, 
please, Mama talk to Daddy and don’t let 


| him refuse me this chance. 


I am going to leave the company this 
Saturday, as you know, and will come 
right to Granville to be with you through 
June. 

Isn’t it wonderful—too wonderful for 
any words, Mama dear? 
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Every bit of my love for you and Daddy 
and Donald and Junior. 


Doris 
After investigation, Larry found that 
Raymond Harmon enjoyed a_ reputation 


far beyond the average of his profession, 
and when Doris came home, wide-eyed and 
simply bubbling over with joy, he con- 
sented to her going. 


OW she lorded it over the other girls 

in Granville that summer! Not in a 
supercilious way, but like a little girl who 
has the nicest doll in town. 

The first of July we packed her off for 
a month with the Harmons. 

It was lonesome in Granville after Doris 
left. Larry Junior was in a boys’ camp 
and Larry had to spend most of his time 
in Philadelphia. The business was worry- 
ing him and not working out as well < 
he had expected. The tremendous rise in 
the price of raw materials and labor, and 
the falling off of his markets had cost him 
many thousands of dollars. And I had 
found out that Larry wasn’t made for big 
city business. He was as much a part of 
Granville as the watering-trough down in 
the center of the town, and was simply 
miserable every minute he was away from 
it. 

It was during that month of July, while 
I was alone so much, that all those ter- 
rible days of my early married life with 
Byron came back to me. I wanted Larry 
and Doris and Junior to come back and 
drive away the thoughts. 

Then, like a bolt of lightning, a letter 
came from Doris that set me packing my 
things to rush to New York to join her. 


Mother dear: 

I know this is going to make you worry 
terribly and terribly, but I can’t help it. 
He’s too sweet to live, and I know you 
wont deny me my happiness, because 
you've had so much in your own life. 

When I first came down here I met him 


—Leland Ames, I mean. He’s about 
medium he ‘ight, with the kindest, saddest 
eyes in all the world, and brown hair, a 


little grey at the temples. And he’s over 
forty, but that doesn’t make any difference. 
I love him, Mama, and he’s the finest man 
that ever lived—except maybe Daddy. 

He’s so lonely, Mama, and, well, I might 
as well tell you—we'’re going to be married 
next week so we can have some time 
before I begin to rehearse. He is a friend 
of the Harmons, and they say wonderful 
things about him. And he has lots of 
money, although that doesn’t make any 
difference. 

I know Donald will be heartbroken for a 
time. But he’s such a boy, Mama, and he'll 
get over it soon enough. 

Please come on to New York and see 
Leland. I know you're going to be very 
sorry and disappointed but you know I’ve 
always known what I wanted all my life 
and have never been foolish. 

here is so much to say and tell you, 
I won't try to write any more. Please 
don’t tell Daddy until after you come. 
Wire me and I will meet your train. 

All my love, Mama dear, 

Doris 


I was so stunned that I had to read the 
letter three times before I could gather 
all she had said. Married in a week, and 
to a man over forty! That one sentence 
kept running through my brain over and 
over, until I stepped off the train at the 
Pennsylvania Terminal in New York. 

But when I saw Doris I couldn’t help 
laughing. She looked so frightened and 
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altraid. gatnerec 

| held her close to me, and as she clung to 
me I thought of those little hands clinging | 
to my face and my finger so long ago... 
baby fingers. And now she was going to be 
married. I had to do something. 

We took a cab to the hotel where Larry 
_and I always stayed, and on the way Doris 
|poured the whole story into my ears with- 
jout taking a breath. 

The Harmons had introduced her to him 


and they approved. What if he was older? 
| That didn’t make any difference; it was 
‘love that counted, she told me. And I 


could only nod my head at that, for I had 
learned that, oh, so many years ago. 
| Other people had interfered with my 
‘life and nearly wrecked it. “Oh, God, 
|please guide me,” I prayed, and then I 
told Doris that if she really wanted to| 
marry this man and if Larry didn’t object | 
too much—but first I must see Lel and | 
Ames and know him, and if everything | 
was all right—well, all right. 

She cried in my arms for joy, and asked 
me to phone Larry in Philadelphia and ask 
him to come over the next day. And he 
nearly let the telephone crash from his | 
hand when I told him. 

Then Doris told me that she had made 
an engagement for me to meet Leland 


Ames at three that afternoon for tea. She 
talked like a little magpie through lunch 
about this man, and how lonely and sad | 
he was, and how wonderful. Then she 
almost cried when she couldn’t find the} 
picture of him she always carried in her 
handbag. 

What if she had only known him for 
three weeks? “Three weeks is a hundred 
years sometimes,” she said. 

At three o’clock we took a cab to the 
Waldorf; we sat down in a corner where 
Doris said she quite often met him. After 
a minute Doris put her han over mine and 
said, “Here he comes, Mama. Isn't he 
distinguished and wonderful looking ?” 


FOLLOWED her gaze and saw a man | 
coming toward us, his face alight with a 
smile I knew. Oh, God, those moments! | 
My blood froze in my veins; I could feel | 


| myself becoming numb. The room seemed 


|to swing back and forth, 
| pendulum. I 


ling eyes from him, she turned to me: 


‘thirty, dear.” 


like a mighty |! 
saw his eyes glance into 
mine, then away, blinking as though he 
had suddenly been blinded. He passed a 

hand before his eyes and when he took it | 
away he greeted Doris quite casually. 

I took my cue from him and gripped my | 
nails deep into my hands as he looked into | 
my eyes, smiled, and acknowledged the 
introduction without a muscle of his face 
hetraying his emotions. 

Leland Ames! Byron Chase! My 
husband—Doris’ father! 

After Doris managed to take her ador- 
when 
she saw the pallor on my face, she quickly 
said, “Why, Mother! What's the matter? 
You look ety ghastly ! 

“Nothing, dez I managed a smile. “TI 
just felt faint fot a moment. My trip and | 
the excitement of the city always upset 
me a little. I'll be all right in a moment, 
if you'll get me some smelling salts.” 

She hurried away, and Byron Chase and 
I sat looking into each others eyes, un- | 
comprehending, afraid. 

“It is you, isn’t it Byron?” I asked 
weakly. 

“Yes,” he said tensely. 
mother ?” 

Before I could answer he said quickly, 
“Here she comes. Not a word. I will 
meet you here at five o’clock.” 

That was all. And for an hour I had | 
to sit across the tea table from him, dis- 
cussing their coming marriage! Then he 
managed to get away, saying, “I’ve an 
important business conference at four- | 
I saw Doris’ adoring eyes 
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|following him. Then she turned to me 
eagerly and asked me what I thought. 

| My very soul was sick. I tried to smile 
into her anxious eyes and tell her I be- 
lieved Leland Ames to be everything she 
had said of him. But I could only sit 
| there trembling and white, until she real- 
ized that I was ill and took me back to 
my room. 

But when we arrived there I told her I 
would lie quietly down in my room until 
dinner time, and asked her to leave me 
alone. She couldn’t understand why I 
wanted to be alone, and when I sharply 
insisted, she looked at me in hurt surprise. 
But I had a duty to perform; if every- 
thing else in life stopped and went to rack 
and ruin I had to see Byron Chase and 
talk to him before I lost my mind. 

He was waiting for me, his fingers 
| nervously interlacing and opening. As I 
| approached, he arose and directed me to a 
|divan in the corner. 


EITHER of us knew what to say or 

how to begin. After a moment, when 
I began to cry, Byron put his hand over 
mine and said, “No wonder I fell in love 
| with her, Blanche. Your daughter. My 
God, what irony!” 

“And yours!” IT told him quietly. 
| His head jerked upward as though he 
had been struck. His mouth limply open 
while he stared at me. Then he whispered, 
“Mine?” and his head dropped down into 
his hands. 

“Yes, Byron.” 

“Oh—oh—oh,” 
in mortal agony. 
| After a few moments he lifted his head 
jand said, “But her name—her name—its 
Manville, and you married Larry!” 

“It’s just a stage name,” I explained. 
“Oh, my God! Tell me Byron—tell 
| me burst out. “Didn't she tell you 
anything about herself?” 
| “She just said her people were from 
Pennsylvania. It’s big. I never stopped 
to think why I loved her the minute I saw 
her—the first woman since you, Blanche. 

“She never mentioned Granville. It has 
only been three weeks and only an hour or 
two alone in all that time—enough alone 
to really talk. We just loved each other 
and both knew it. She didn’t want to be 
married right away. I urged her because 
I was afraid I'd lose her.” 

“But you, you're dead, Byron!” 

His old smile flashed across his face. 
“Not very,” he said with a brave attempt 
at being light hearted. “They misplaced 
me in the shuffle when I was supposed to 
be dead, and a Cuban nursed me back to 
health. No one knew, so I just decided 
|to stay dead. My God! Who would believe 
this! 

“But no one will be asked to. 
die again! 

“Doris must never know Byron.” 

“T know, I know,” he said, like a man 
weary and tired beyond human endurance. 

“Oh, if I could only do something as 
big as the thing you've done all these years, 
Byron,” I said. 

“You did,” he smiled. “You gave me a 
few short months of heaven on earth.” 

Then I touched his hand and he said. 
“You'd better go back to Doris now, 
Blanche. You're not going to be able to 
stand much more worry. She'll never 
know. I'll do something—I don’t know 
what yet, but depend on me.” 

I thought of that wintry day, twenty- 
two years before, when he held me close 
to him and cried like a sleepy child, the 
last time I had seen him. 

In a daze I got to my feet. and he led 
me to a cab and put me in it. Then he took 
my hand and raised it to his lips and said, 
“You'd better wait in your room at your 
hotel until Doris comes back to you 
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he said softly like a man 


I'll just 
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tonight.” Then he smiled and swung the 
door shut with a bow and the driver headed 
into the traffic. 

A million thoughts piling, one on top of 
the other! Twenty-two years! My fault, 
and he had suffered so terribly—worse than 
I!—and had ito go on suffering, silently. 
What a man! 

When I dragged myself into my room, 
Doris was impatiently waiting for me. 
She gazed at me anxiously, and then said 
that Leland had phoned her and asked her 
to have dinner with him and she must 
hurry unless I needed her with me. 

I told her I was all right and urged her 
to hurry. I would have dinner in my room 
and go to bed. 

I kissed her goodnight, and that is all 
I remember until I came to my senses iying 
on the floor. I must have been only half 
conscious for the next hour, because I 
scarcely remember getting into bed. 

But I was trying to collect my thoughts 
and gather enough strength to get up, when 
the door flew open and Doris came into 
the room and threw herself on the bed, 
sobbing as though her heart would break. 

After a while she began to talk; I knew 
that once more Byron Chase was a hero. 

“Oh, Mama,” she sobbed, “he said he 
never even intended to marry me. He said 
he was just tricking me thought I was 
just like all other women—that he didn’t 
love me—that he was just going to—to 
pretend he was going to marry me. 

“Oh, how I hate and loath him! The 
beast !” 

When she stopped crying she said she 
wanted to go back to Granville and stay 
there and never go away again as long 
as she lived. 

How my heart bled for her! But she 
was: young and I knew that her hurt would 
heal, while Byron—well, I shuddered to 
think of the awful hours of torture ahead 
of him... worse than mine... worse 
than anything in life...his own daughter! 

I hadn't been able to see any solution 
for myself, either. What could Ido? All 
night long I lay awake, thinking, thinking, 
thinking, with Doris tossing from side to 
side until the early hours of the morning. 

I telephoned Larry early the next 
morning and told him that Doris and I 


were going back to Granville; that she 
wasn't going to be married, and asked him 
to hurry back as soon as he could. My 
words or my tone must have kept him 
from asking any questions, for he merely 
laughed and said he was glad and that he 
would be home Friday night. 

Doris went out to see the Harmons, and 
told them she was going to give up the 
stage, and when they pressed her she told 
them why. Raymond Harmon protested 
that there must be some terrible mistake, 
but Doris told him she had heard; her ears 
couldn't lie. 


We arrived in Granville the next 
morning. Back home! I never wanted 
to leave again as long as I lived. When 


we got out to the farm I walked from 
room to room, caressing every little detail 
with my eyes. And then around the house 
and out to the maple grove in the back 
and looked down across the fields to the 
place, now grown over with tall grass, 
where Byron had run his railroad through. 

Dear, dear Byron! I wondered if Larry 
loved me as much as that. I must do 
something, but what? What? 

When I opened my mail next morning I 
found a little typewritten slip of paper. 
On it was written: 


Watch the New York papers this week 
for the death notice of Leland Ames. It’s 
the only way. Don’t try to stop it, for it 
will be over when you get this. God bless 
you and Doris. Don’t ever, ever tell her. 
It’s my life. I bungled it, so I can take it. 


HAT was all. 1 found the notice on the 

front pages of a New York paper. It 
said he had lost control of his machine 
while going at a terrific rate of speed. 

But I don’t worry about Byron any 
more. At first I nearly went mad, but 
something tells me he rests in peace and 
happiness; far more than he ever knew on 
earth. 

And staid, sleepy little Granville still 
snuggles down in the valley, shivering at 
wintry blasts, sweltering beneath summer 
suns, living the same life that it has known 
for a hundred years oblivious to what 
exists out of cheir little world. 

THe Enp, 


I'll Try My Sails Alone 


[Continued from page 67] 


she reached the bower of flowers friends 
had made. A hush followed her arrival, 
and then from the tiny choir loft came 
that song of songs, “O Promise Me!” 

Olaf’s big weatherbeaten hands were 
trembling violently as he slipped a gold 
band ring on Carrie’s hand. Her voice 
was only a whisper as she made the re- 
sponses. 

At last—and they were man and wife! 
No longer need there be “good-byes,” 
“sood-nights!” Through the grace of 
God I had placed an unbridgeable chasm 
between them and me. I was but a friend, 
now forever removed from the intimacy 
of our past. 

“God bless you both,” was the only sort 
of benediction I could give them. 


HANK you, Luke,” said Olaf, his 

heavy voice thickening; his hands tak- 
ing mine. We looked at each other for 
one long second. I wondered then if he 
really understood the truth. 

Not a word came from Carrie. She sim- 
ply reached her hands out and touched mine 
where Olaf’s were not. Her eyes, blue 
with the mystery of deep waters, brimmed 
with tears. Her lips quivered. Beneath 
her home-made bridal dress her very heart 
seemed in commotion. 


4-1025—October 1925 New Smart Set 


“IT want you to be very, very happy, 
Carrie girl,” I said, managing to renew 
my _ speech. 

Her eyes brimmed with more tears, a 
half-smile on her trembling lips. These 
things were the only answers Caroline 
Sundberg seemed able to give me in that 
moment before she took Olaf’s arm and 
walked down the aisle. 

At twilight I wen back into the church. 
The wedding flowers were still there, 
spraying the evening air with a holy sort 
of fragrance. I prayed not for myself 
on this the wedding night of Olaf and 
Carrie. I prayed for their happiness; 
prayed that life would be good to them; 
that their dream of love would come true! 

I saw her for the first time at the next 
Sunday’s services. As I preached, my eyes 
kept straying to her. 

As usual, after the services I walked 
down the aisle to the front of the church. 
Olaf and Carrie came up to me. Mar- 
riage had not changed their feeling for 
me. I could see that in the fineness of 
Olaf’s sharp eyes; in the way Carrie’s 
hand lingered in mine. Marriage had not 
seemed to change them at all, except that 
Olaf seemed overwhelmed by happiness. 
There was a change in Carrie! Some- 
thing hard to put into words, for the 
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There is no such thing as “HARD TIMES” ir 
the U. S. Government Service. 
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Railway Postal Clerks get $1,900 the first year, being 
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also have 15 days’ paid vacation. Examinations are fre- 
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clerical work in the various government departments at 
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YOU EARN $1,900 EVERY YEAR? HAVE YOU 
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NOW YOU WILL GET $2,700 A YEAR? 

YOU CAN GET THEM 
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unnecessary, and political influence is not permitted. 
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Did You Ever Take 
an INTERNAL Bath? 


By T. A. BALLANTYNE 


This may seem a strange question. 


But if you want to magnify your energy 

sharpen your brain to razor edge— 
put a glorious sparkle in your eye— 
pull yourself up to a health level where 
you can glory in vitality—you're going 
to read this message to the last line. 


I speak from experience. It was a mes- 
sage just such as this that dynamited 
me out of the slough of dullness and 
wretched health into the sunlit atmos- 
phere of happiness, vitality and vigor. 
To me, and no doubt to you, an In- 
ternal Bath was something that had 
never come within my sphere of knowl 
edge. 


So I tore off a coupon similar to the one 
shown below. I wanted to find out 
what it was all about. And back came a 
booklet. This booklet was named ““Why 
We Should Bathe Internally.” It was 
just choked with common sense and 
facts. 


What Is an Internal 
Bath? 


This was my first shock. Vaguely I had an idea 
that an internal bath was an enema. Or by a 
stretch of the imagination a newfangled laxative. 
In both cases I was wrong. A real, genuine, true 
internal bath is no more like an enema than a kite 
is like an airplane. The only similarity is the em- 
ployment of water in each case. And so far as 
laxatives are concerne d, I learned one thing—to 
abstain from them completely. 


A bonafide internal bath is the administration 
into the intestinal tract of pure, warm water 
sterilized by a marvelous antiseptic tonic. The 
appliance that holds the liquid and injects it is 
the J. B. L. Cascade, the invention of that emi- 
nent physician, Dr. Charles A. Tyrrell, who per- 
fected it to save his own life. Now here's where 
the genuine internal bath differs radically from 
the enema. 


The lower intestine, called by the great Professor 
Foges of Vienna, “the most prolific source of dis- 
ease,” is five feet long and shaped like an in- 
verted U—thus ¢. The enema cleanses but a 
third of this “horseshoe”—or to the first bend. 
The J. B. L. Cascade treatment cleanses it the 
ENTIRE LENGTH—and is the only appliance that 
does. You have only to read that booklet “Why 
We Should Bathe Internally” to fully under- 
stand how the Cascade alone can do this. There 
is absolutely no pain or discomfort. 


Why Take an Internal 
Bath? 


Here is why: The intestinal tract is the waste 
cana of the body. Due to our soft foods, 


lack of vigorous exercise and highly artificial 
civilization nine out of ten persons suffer from 
intestinal stasis (delay). The passage of waste is 
entirely too slow. Result: Germs and poisons 
breed in this waste and enter the blood through 
the blood vessels in the intestinal walls. 


These poisons are extremely insidious. The head- 
aches you get—the skin blemishes—the fatigue 
—the mental sluggishness—the susceptibility to 
colds—and countless other ills are directly due 
to the presence of these poisons in your system. 
They are the generic cause of premature old age, 
rheumatism, high blood pressure and many 
serious maladies. 


Thus it is imperative that your system be free of 
these poisons. And a sure and effective means is 
internal bathing. In fifteen minutes it flushes 
the intestinal tract of all impurities. And each 
treatment strengthens the intestinal muscles so 
the passage of waste is hastened. 


Immediate Benefits 


Taken just before retiring, you will sleep like a 
child. You will rise with a vigor that is bubbling 
over. Your whole attitude toward life will be 
changed. All clouds will be laden with silver. 
You will feel rejuvenated—remade. That is not 
my experience alone—but those of 800,000 men 
and women who faithfully practise this wonder- 
ful inner cleanliness. Just one internal bath a 
week to regain and hold glorious, vibrant health! 
To toss off the mantle of age—nervousness— 
and dull care! To fortify you against epidemics, 
colds, etc. 


Is that fifteen minutes worth while? 


Send for This Booklet 


It is entirely FREE. And I am absolutely con- 
vinced that you will agree you never used a 
two-cent stamp to better advantage. There's a 
chapter in “Why We Should Bathe Internally” 
by Dr. Turner that is a revelation. There are 
letters from many who achieved results that 
seem miraculous. As an eye-opener on health, 
this booklet is worth many, many, many times 
the price of that two-cent stamp. Use the con- 
venient coupon below or address the Tyrrell 
Hygienic Institute, Dept. 230, 152 West 65th 
Street, New York City—Now. 


Tear Off and Mail at Once 


TYRRELL’S HYGIENIC INSTITUTE 
152 West 65th Street, Dept. 230 
New York, N. Y. 


| Send me, without cost or obligation, your 
l illustrated booklet on intestinal ills and the 
| proper use of the famous Internal Bath— 
““Why We Should Bathe Internally.” 
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change was a subtle sort of thing that had 
taken place in her eyes. A look: had come 
into them that was not there before. 

“We are going away the last of this 
week, Luke,” Olaf said, his eyes lighting 
at the thought of the sea. 

“Olaf’s shipped as first mate on the 
Nancy D.  She’s a_ four-master, and 
under contract for months to take lumber 
cargo from Florida to Jersey. I am going 
to live in Jersey until Olaf's made master 
Then I'll stay aboard ship,” put in Carrie. 

“Come back to us soon. We'll miss you 
—so very much. But it'll be wonderful 
for you and Carrie, Olaf. How quickly 
your dreams of your ship will be coming 
true! I shall be praying for you both 
and all your dreams,” I answered. 

When they left the little circle Olaf's 
arm was around Carrie’s slim waist, and 
he swaggered with a pride that only men 
of the sea can feel. 


LIKELY pair, if ever!” declared 
Mark Sanders. “What sailing men 
Olaf’s boys will be!” 
I winced at these words, 
away. 


and turned 


Occasionally, I would :-happen along by 
Olaf’s house, and drop by for a chat; but 
we were always like people in the presence 
of the unreal. 

Monday of Carrie’s sailing week came 
with a rush of golden sunlight such as 
only the southern coasts know in Sep- 
tember. Long after a light breakfast | 
sat at a little writing-table I had arranged 
in my bedroom window overlooking the open 
sea. For some minutes I had been think- 
ing—and my hand traced an idol onto 
a sheet of paper before me. Over and 
over I had written her name, “Carrie,” 
and then “Carrie dear,” until the sheet was 
filled. 

A loud knock at the front door below 
interrupted my reading. I got up, leaving 
the papers loose on my table... Mrs. 
Sophie Kent was calling. She was the 
one woman who often made hard feel- 
ings and trouble in the church. Unfortu 
nately, Mrs. Kent owned a long tongue, 
and one that preferred to say unkind 
things about her neighbors rather than 
kind. A nasty little reputation for gos- 
siping had stuck to her for years, and 
once when I had taken a Bible text con 
cerning scandal-mongering for a sermon, 
Mrs. Kent accused me of being personal. 
That is how guilty she was in her own 
heart! 

The moment she spoke I suspected that 
some trouble-making motive had brought 
her to the parsonage so early Monday 
morning. But, I waited patiently through 
our small talk for evidence of this sus- 
picion to be given. It came soon enough: 

“You know the strange young Swedish 
sailor that’s been hanging around Rice 
Island a month now, with nothing better 
to do than keep Ellie Smith out all hours 
of the day—and night?” she demanded. 

“Yes, I’ve seen him about,” I answered. 

“The men folks don’t trust him. It’s 
too bad Ellie’s not got a father or brother 
to look after her. They say 

When Mrs. Kent told her story and arose 
to go, I went to the door with her, prom- 
ising to speak to Mrs. Smith about Ellie's 
company. I was surprised to find quite a 
strong wind blowing from the north. 

Returning to my study, I stood for a 
moment looking at the pictures of my 
mother and of me. I was still trying to 
figure out which photograph Carrie had 
kissed. 

A few moments later when I went back 
to my bedroom window, the question still 
unsolved, I discovered to my consterna- 


| tion that the wind had blown my papers 


away. Two or three pieces were about 
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tee goes with each ring. 
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| and don’t understand boats. 


the room. Frantically, I picked them up, 
ooking in vain for the one which con- 
tained my outburst of emotions. 
not among the sheets I found in my room. 

Running to the window, I looked to the 
ground below. The wind was blowing 
several pieces of paper through the air. [ 
started down to recover them, but stood 
still with apprehension for many seconds 
as I caught sight of Mrs. Kent half-run- 
ning toward the village. 

“Could she—?” the question froze on 
my lips. I turned and ran below into the 
yard and grassy lane to find that paper if 
possible ... The sheets I found were 
blank! Their white emptiness seemed to 
mock me as I picked them up. 


the fated piece of paper. 
tricked me; it was not to be found. Sleep 
would not come to me that night as I lay 
on my bed, tossing and turning in misery 
| at the terrible thought that I, of all people 
| on Rice Island, might be the cause of 
scandalizing a woman’s name. 

The dawn still found me tossing. Hours 
had not been enough to dull the agony of 
fear and forebodings that thoughts of 
what Mrs. Kent would say of that paper 
created in my heart and soul. I got to my 
feet, red-eyed and lined of face. One 
glance in my mirror turned my face away. 

When Carrie came to the house shortly 
after breakfast next morning, terror seized 
me. I was sure that it was about the 
piece of paper, and what I had written. I 
was certain Mrs. Kent had found it and 
spread the news. Carrie’s first words in- 
creased my surety of this terrible thing: 

“Olaf went up the coast last night in 
the smack to join his ship. He’s due back 
Wednesday on the Nancy D. Luke— 
there’s something I want you to do with 
me before he returns. I—I know I've got 
no real right asking you to.. You won't 
want to do it. But I thought maybe you'd 
just do it for me—” 

“Carrie, I'll do anything in the world 
for you—or—for Olat,” I added. 

“Remember how I’ve always loved my 
sloop, the Carrie, that Dad gave me on my 
fifteenth birthday ?” 

nodded, wondering what was coming 
next. 

I’m taking the Carrie out for a sail this 
morning. It'll be the last time I'll have 
a chance to handle her for months. It’s 
the only thing I’ve got left of Dad now. 
I want to take the memory of him 
away with me—like he used to be when 
he taught me to handle canvas. I—I 
thought that maybe you'd come with me, 
Luke—even if you don’t like the water 
It’s so beau- 
tiful on the sea today, Luke.” 

“T'll go with you, Carrie, gladly,” I 
told her. 


E’LL sail down to the south’ard, past 

Pelican Island, Luke. Maybe, if we 
have time we can go ashore and eat lunch 
on that lonely little island. Luke, it’s funny 
the rich people who own it have never 
done more than build a little cottage on 
it; they come down only in the fall to 
hunt, leaving Pelican all to itself the rest 
of the year—” 


A gentle breeze was sifting across the 
sea out of the north. Carrie, handling 
her craft with the ability of a sailing 
man, pointed out of the cove, and then 
swung to the south’ard. We seemed to 
skim over the undulations of the ocean. 
I wondered why I had always feared boats 
and water, especially in fair weather. 

“Shall we put in to Pelican, Luke?” she 
asked, when we were abreast of the white 
and green strip of land. I guess Carrie 
was anxious over me. I guess she thought 


I might be uneasy. 
139 


It was | 


All that day I hunted high and low for | 
But Fate had | 


CARTOONING 


Now Made Amazingly Easy 


| T’s all like a fascinating game 

| I this startling home-study method 
of learning cartooning. You start 
with the basic principles of cartoon- 
making. Then you learn the little 
tricks of originating cartoon-ideas, the 
secrets of action, expression, and ex- 
aggeration. You progress rapidly 
through serious cartooning, comics, 
caricaturing, sport and animated 
cartooning until almost before you 
realize it you are drawing striking 
cartoons thatSELL. Many students 
of this method have sold enough 
work while taking their courses to pay 
for them many times over! 


Over $100 a Week 


Learn cartooning this easy way. Never has 
the demand for cartoons been so great. Today 
magazines, newspapers, advertisers and movies 
use them by the thousands. No matter how 
poorly you draw now, you can quickly qualify 
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growing business. 

Just think of earning $3,000 to $20,000 a 
year for this work that is play. Successful 
cartoonists often get $25 to over $100 for single 
cartoons. Then there is the joy of the work 
itself—the thrill of seeing your own cartoon 
ideas in print. 


Send for Free Book 
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trated book, which is crammed full of up-to- 
date interesting facts about cartooning. It 
gives you an outline of the whole field of car- 
tooning, describes the opportunities for you in 
this business, and explains in detail all about 
this new method which makes cartooning so 
pleasant to learn. Send for it today! Washing- 
ton School of Cartooning, Room 9610-C, 
1113-15th St., N. W., Washington, D. C. 


Washington School of Cartooning, 
Room 9610-C 1113-15th St., N.W., Washington, D. C. 


Please send me your Free Book on Cartooning, and 
details of your home-study method. 
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drugs. Hilton Vitamines 

Quick Relief When Hilton Vitamines are added pure Vitamine 
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“Let’s not, Carrie; I—I’m enjoying the 
sail so much—honestly !” 

The girl gave me a searching look, then 
turned away, a little smile lighting her 
blue eyes ... Soon Pelican Island was 
astern, and the Carrie was carrying on 
to the south’ard under full sail. 

We ate lunch when the sun was mid- 
way in the skies, Carrie letting me hold 
the tiller while she spread the sandwich 
before us. A tingling feeling came over 
me as I felt the little sloop obey the timid 
turns I made of her helm. 

Unwittingly I had been heading farther 
and farther away from shore, and the 
wind spilling against our sails had driven 
us almost out of sight of land! A sensa- 
tion of anxiety came over me in place 
of thrill as I realized how far we had 
sailed offshore. This anxiety doubled 
when I turned around and saw the black 
menace shadowing the northeast ...a 
| Storm was on the way 

“Carrie—look—it’s going to storm!” I 
cried, all my instinctive fear of the sca 
|returning a thousandfold. 


H, LUKE! It’s all my fault. I should 

have known when the wind shifted 
that this northeaster might break. I—I 
was so deep in my thoughts——” 

“It's not your fault, de—”’ I caught 
myself in time to call her Carrie; “I 
should have been watching, myself. You— 
you better take the helm.” 

I marvelled at the way she managed 
things. In a jiffy she had swung about 
and was tacking on the home run, ma- 
nipulating ropes with the skill of a born 
sailor. Her dad’s blood was working in 
her veins! 

It is one thing to say you will conquer 
an inbred fear; it is quite another to do 
the conquering. I sat there in the cock- 
pit of Carrie’s sloop, clinging to the sides 
with fingers that trembled in spite of my 
efforts to remain cool. God knows I 
|didn’t want Carrie to see the revelation 
lot my cowardice. Hadn't I told her only 
a few moments ago that I’d go any where 
with her? 

The storm seemed to come with one 
|stride. The sun was gulped down by an 
inky cloud. With the deepening darkness 
came near panic for me. 

“What are you going to do, Carrie?” 
I begged, in a voice that could not be 
controlled. 

“I'm hoping to make the Rice Island 
cove before it strikes us squarely—” she 
called back. 

What bravery there was in her eyes— 
bravery where there might easily have 
been condemnation of me and my fear! 

“Lash yourself to the mast with that 
rope, Luke,” she said, a tone of command 
ringing through her voice. “I’m wedged 
here safely by the tiller—” 

“N-never mind! I can hold on—” 

“Lash yourself as I tell you—” 

I can never live long enough to forget 
the terrible hate I had for myself as 
cowered there in the pit, watching that 
brave girl stand by the wheel with sea- 
foam licking at her greedily; eager to 
suck her down into the turmoil of tons 
of water. Crazed with fear and self- 
loathing, I asked myself if, after all, I 
was not the worst kind of man—-a lying 
hypocrite. 

Do I love her really? How can I say 
I do, and stay here lashed to the mast 
while she’s in danger? Is it fear—or ter- 
rible selfishness that chains me like a 
white-livered—— 

“Luke—Luke,” she yelled above the 
ugly wind voice, “we're off Pelican. I’m 
| going to try to beach her. We'll have to 
ltake to the water— 
| “God forbid! Not that!” I shouted 
‘jason but the wind and the rush of sea 

[Turn to page 142] 
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Pll Try My Sails Alone 


[Continued from page 140] 


swallowed my voice. Caroline did not 
hear me, for she was turning the sloop 
at a right angle toward where the surf 
roared against the beach. Suddenly a 
towering wave bore down on us out of 
the dark storm. I saw it coming and 
cringed like a dog about to be struck. 
Then a ton of water slammed me against 
the mast. I heard a snapping sound. 
From the searing pain in my shoulders I 
thought my back was broken. But, after 
the shock, I managed to stagger to my 
feet in the cockpit. Then I saw what 
had happened. The boom had _ been 
smashed loose from its mast ring, and in 
swinging to starboard had struck her a 
felling blow. 

There she lay, motionless. In the panic 
of the moment I turned to God. My 
prayer was for but one thimg—courage 
that would send me to Carrie’s side before 
the next great wave struck us and swept 
her into the merciless maelstrom. 

Now the wave, a great mounting mound 
of water, began to crash down upon us. 


UDDENLY my unused muscles knotted 

and tautened. The strength that often 
comes with hysteria blazed through my 
limbs and shoulders. Forgetful of the 
binding strands, I strained forward. It 
was my weight against the holding power 
of a two-strand hope. My weight broke 
the bonds, and, with my fear of the sea 
cast out like an unclean devil, I threw 
myself across Carrie just in time to save 
her from being swept overboard. 

My fear of the sea—of anything—left 
me. I had conquered it in that mad dash 
to save Carrie from the sea. 

“If I only had Olaf’s strength! I—Id 
best the sea now,” I groaned aloud, still 
struggling to hang on and keep the girl 
I loved pinned to safety. 

A great comber began crashing toward 
the sloop as if to mock my outcry. 
sensed that our moment of doom would 
come when that huge wave broke over 
us. I did not want Carrie to go to her 


death without the chance of making a last 


| stand for life. 


She was a good swimmer. 
She must have her chance to battle for 
life. 

“Carrie—Carrie!” I was 
the wave tumbled downward. 


desperate as 
She moved, 


| making a little gasping sound under me. 


| sheered out of the sea. 


“We're going to be swept over—Carrie— 
Car—” 

Twice I went under, swallowing great 
gulps of salt water. The second time I 
reached surface a great white monster 
All my days on 
Rice Island I had heard of the white 
bellies of man-eating sharks. 

“Luke—” 

My name on Carrie’s lips made me turn. 
She was only an arm’s length away, cling- 
ing to a spar. On account of the dark- 
ness I could just barely see her. Some- 
how, I thrashed a way through the inter- 
vening few feet and grasped the wood she 
was holding. 

“T saw a shark!” I sputtered. 

“No—it was the sloop’s white bottom. 
She capsized—oh !” 

At that very second we both went under 
the waves. Instinctively, I let the spar 
go, for even in that desperate moment I 
realized my weight had been too much 
for it. The piece of rigging was strong 
enough only to buoy Carrie. Once more, 
rising to the surface, panic seized me. I 
could not swim. I could not hold out 
alone any more. The spar would keep 
me afloat! 

My hands slipped over the flimsy piece 
of wood. I felt the waters of doom that 
had long been my enemies sucking at my 
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I would go down 


body. It was the end! 
and down! Carrie—Carrie! Her name 
in my heart, I knew how hard death was 
going to be. 

A terrific force seemed to throttle me, 
whirl me, then hurl me forward instead 
of downward. I made no effort to resist 


this force. It would have been a cat's 
strength pitted against that of a tiger. 


When its force slackened, and I was cer- 
tain of sinking beneath the seething foam, 
my feet struck something hard. wave 
knocked me down as if I were a feather. 
This time my hands and shoulder struck 
the same hard sort of surface. I struggled 
to my feet, vomiting salt water. Another 
wave smashed me. This time it drove me 
forwards. The next thing I knew I was 
only knee-deep in rabid waters. 

I found Carrie on the wet, surf-lathered 
beach where the sea had flung her, limp 
and raw, from its watery embrace. [ 
touched her with hands that shook like 
leaves in wind; then I fell down beside 
her, my threatening hysteria crystallizing 
in a hoarse, mad cry. 


* * * 


The next time I opened my eyes, I felt 
the sensation of racking pain shooting 
through my muscles and limbs. It was 
torture to move. But, water licking at my 
feet warned me that once more the sea 
threatened. Driven by the storm, the 
tide was sweeping inshore like a frothing 
animal bent upon claiming the prey that 
had miraculously escaped its wrath. It 
would sweep us out to deep water again 
if we stayed on the sand. My arms were 
strengthless until I touched Carrie. Poor 
girl! Her experience with the sea had 
left her cold, like marble. At first I 
feared she was dead. At my second touch 
she moved and gave a faint moan. A 
glad cry burst from me at this sound, 
and magic power came to my arms. I 
lifted her, staggering away with my pre- 


cious burden toward the storm-shrouded 
sand dunes. 

I will never know how I found the 
empty cottage on Pelican Island. For 


every step I took was only a blind move- 
ment. In the driving rain and screaming 
wind, my discovery of it was purely acci- 
dental, nothing more or less. Carrie 
roused herself in my arms at the glad 
cry which broke my lips at the cottage 
door. 


“Luke she murmured weakly, 
stirring against me. 
“The empty cottage—Pelican Island—" 


I shouted. 
“Oh—Luke—thank God! 
—you brave—” 


You're saved 


HANK God you were saved, Carrie. 
It was God who brought us to safety— 
no one else!” I answered. 

Supporting each other, we made our way 
into the cottage, stumbling from one room 
to another. At last, in the storm dark- 
ness, I found the room with its open fire- 
place. Carrie was numbed from the cold. 
So was I. A fire must be made... 
Carrie found matches in the kitchen. I 
broke up two chairs and a box. 

The first warmth from the flames was 
like magic. But our wet clothing, which 
had been torn to tatters, kept the fire from 
restoring the bodily warmth we_ both 
needed. 

“Carrie, we'll never get properly warm 
this way. I’m going to hunt through the 
place for blankets or something. You've 
got to take those wet clothes off if you're 
ever to get the chill out of your blood—” 

“All right, Luke,’ she answered. 

When I returned, I had two warm 
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| blankets under my arm. T gave one to Car- 


|rie, telling her to undress and wrap it 
| around her. 

“I will undress in the hall. Call me, 
| Come, when I may come in.” 

*x* * * 


Northeasters run in cycles of three days 
| before they break. The storm was still 
| raging on the night of our third day of our 
| being marooned in the empty cottage. 

And so, on the fourth morning, [I went 
to the north point of Pelican and gathered 
brush for a signal fire. This done, I lit it 
and tied the sloop’s flag to a tall palm-tree 
nearby. All that morning,. while Carrie 
lay weak and worn in the cottage, I stood 
by my fire and flag. I had not eaten 
since the night before. Carrie and I had 
found a can of beans and a tin of stale 
crackers in the cottage. Ranging the 
southern tip of Rice Island, I beheld a} 
motor-boat making for Pelican. 

Nearer and nearer came the boat. 
There were two men in the launch. Sud- 
denly I began waving my arms, shouting | 


ness that had been coming on burned like 
a ball of flames in my temples. I fell to 
the sand, unconscious. | 

Ben Sundberg, Olaf’s half-brother, was | 
shaking me when I came to my senses. A 
giant, Ben had always been known for his 
cruel ways. I shifted my eyes implor- 
ingly to the other Rice Islander who was 
bending over me—Jim Keller. 

“You'll shake him to death. He’s only | 
brittle sapling, you know,” warned Keller. 


HAT’S what I’ve got a good mind to 

do. By God, Olaf’s too soft-hearted to 
hand him what he’d ought to get—” 

“Please—Ben—” I begged. 

“Please be damned!” he snapped; “you— 
you—fine kind of a sky pilot you are, 
il Running off with another man’s 
wife—- 

“Don’t waste breath denying it. Won't 
do any good. Mrs, Kent came right to 
me with that writing of yours, being as 
Olaf was away. I told her I’d break her 
man’s neck if she breathed a word. Jim 
Keller, here, knows. You know. I know. 
Olaf’ll know the minute he gets home. 
And he ought to be there now. The pa- 
per’s on his bureau !” 

“But, Ben, let me explain—please, for 
God’s sake—” 

“Shut up. There’s nothing to explain. 
You’re here. She’s here. I got a——’ 

“Ben Sundberg, say what you will about 
me. But leave Carrie out of this,” I said, 
suddenly finding my tongue and my nerve 
at the accusation he had made against her. 
“We went for a sail. A storm drove us 
ashore here, capsizing the sloop. Carrie's 
up there in the cottage, all done up——” 

“Preacher, you talk mighty brave! 
We'll take a look at Carrie. But when 
she’s safe, if Olaf don’t, I'll give you a 
lesson—” 

“Come on, let’s look at the gal, Ben,” 
said Keller. 

A few feet from the door and Ben 
turned on me. 

“What rooin’s she in, preacher ?” 

“The big room with the fireplace. The 
little room is mine— 

The next thing I knew Olaf’s brute 
brother was half-dragging and 
me into the cottage. He forced me to look 
into the big room. It was empty! 

Then I was dragged to the door of my 
room. A bolt of pain shot through me. 
There was Carrie fast asleep on my own 
cot, her blanket only half covering the 
glory of her young body! 

“I knew it,” bellowed Ben Sundberg. 

“You're a damned liar, Sundberg,” I 
grated, his insult to Carrie boiling my 


at the top of my voice. Then the dizzi- |} 
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it on and then rinse off with clear water. That's all; 
the hair will be gone andtheskin left refreshingly cool, 
smooth and white! Old methods, the unwomanly razor 
and severe chemical preparations, have given way to 
this remarkable hair-removing cream which is the ac- 
cepted method of well-groomed women everywhere. 
60c per tube. 35,000 Drug and Dept. stores sell 

Money back if it fails to please you. 


HANNIBAL PHARMACAL COMPANY, ST. LOUIS, MO. 


f 
- 22.50 
You can save $37.50 il 
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Gown Lessons 


Wry pay $60.00 for a 
$22.50 Gown, when in 
10 weeks’ spare time work, 
at your own home, you can 
learn to design and make 
it yourself? 

Why wear the same gown 
two and three seasons, 
when you should have two 
or three gownseach season? 

Why wear stock dresses, 
made by the hundreds, when 
in a few hours of fascinating 
home work you can design and 
create your own dress, designed 
just for you—your  figure— 
your complexion and to match 
your hats? 

Over 21,000 women and girls 
have taken this fascinating 


work, They now have three 
times as many original gowns 
as they had before. Many had 
started in business and have in- 
creased their income by Design- 


ing and Creating Gowns for 


youthful others. 
two- 


kK and Rose Mail Coupon Immediately 


- $60.00 


Free sample lessons a 
and full informa- 


$14.00 tion will 


sent at Coupon 
once. FRANKLIN 
a INSTITUTE 

Dept G-661 


Rochester, N. Y. 


Send at once FREE sample 
lessons in the subject checked. 


O Gown Designing and Creating. 
Millinery 
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Examine Free 


These Astounding Cash Offers 


This 14 kt. green gold ring (any em- 
blem) large genuine diamond only $28.65. Free 
examination. Or, let us send—on approval— 
the 78/100 carat, snappy, brilliant solitaire diamond 
in handsome mounting at $100.00. Never in three 
quarters of a century have we offered more amaz- 
‘ ing bargains. Write NOW for latest Diamond Bar- 
gain’ List and see the hundreds of other money- 
saving opportunities, equalling those shown here. 
with < This 75-year-old firm, its soundest of policies, has an 
: 4 aS vee growing business. This largest and oldest diamond bank- 
ng institution of its kind in all the world has the highest over 
$1. 000,000.00 capital rating. We have made loans on dia- 
monds, jewels, etc., in excess of $25,000,000.00 and still doing an 
ever increasing loan business. (Read Free List offer below.) 


‘llwhy Pay Full Prices 
Costs Nothing to See 


Now, we have th d th it unpaid toons, 
<x 2 which we must sell to get back our cas! iamonds, jewels, 

Bem FICATION | : watches and other gems of unusual qualities at an entirely 
RD 4 different price basis—viz: loan values not market values. Also 
CASE many other special advantages— from big cash deals direct 

with European Diamond Cutters. Sent to your very door at 
but a fraction of market prices. These are spot cash offers— 
but at our risk we send you any bargain you wish for abso- 


& 
9/100 CES 
ELGIN: WESSE lutely free examination. No red tape. . No obligation. Don’t 
Jac “BLUE: WHITE) - buy unless satisfied you — match the bargain at 60 per 


~ 


cent more. See coupon below 


As Low as $60 per Carat 


Not all, but some. Yes, some even lower priced, 
but also diamonds of finest qualities at weer per 
carat charges. Get a diamond now at half its mar- 
ket price. All in classiest of brand new mountings. 


Send for Latest List 
WHITE or GREENT of Diamond Loans 


A . 

F Unlike the pth catalog. Hundreds of Diamond Bargains 
Yu ay described in full etail with exact weight, color, quality, etc. 
You know ‘re buying before you buy. Besides it 
az sews ils of Guaranteed Loan Value, unlimited ex- 
Fy > 2 pt privilege at full price paid, and complete 
Kt — of free offer. Send now. A 
real opportunity very stone you wish may 
bn WiTE Ce? be in this list at a price that will amaze vou. 
2 Latest Bargain List now ready. List is FREE. 

No obligations. 


Tees, Mail Coupon NOW! 


hy permission: Bank of Pittsburgh— 
. Marine National Bank— Union 
Co., Pittsburgh, Pa. Your 
nk crn look us up in mer- 
cantile agencies. 
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